Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on Hbrary shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http : //books . google . com/| 



m 


m 

i 




■ THE 1 

■ PRESIDEnT 

OP 

, EORmj\ \ 

1 ' 







d^. 



It! 6' 



THE 



PRESIDENT OF BORAVIA 



PRIMTBD BY 
8POTTISW0ODB AND CO., MBW-8TREBT SQUARB 

LONDON 



PRESIDENT OF BORAVIA 



GEORGE LAMBERT 




LONDON 
CHATTO & WINDUS 

1899 



TO 

T. H. ATHERDEN 

THIS STORY 
IS GRATEFULLY INSCRIBED 



CONTENTS 



CHAPTER PAGE 

I. MASTER AND MAN I 

II. THE SANTA MARIA WATERWORKS COMPANY 11 

III. THE PRESIDENT'S DAUGHTER . . . . 17 

IV. R.M.S. *PERONIA' 24 

V. MAKING FRIENDS 3 1 

VI. A GLIMPSE OF THE GULF FIXED ... 39 

VII. THE HOUSE OF THE MANGOES . . . . 47 

VIII. THE SECRET PASSAGE 54 

IX. A DEADLY TRAP 62 

X. AT THE BOTTOM OF THE PIT . . . .69 

XI. THE METAL ROLL 77 

XII. THE TREASURES OF THE JESUITS ... 85 

XIII. THE PRESIDENT OF BORAVIA . . • • 93 

XIV. AT THE PALACE lOO 

XV. A GLEAM OF HOPE I09 

XVI. THE END OF THE PASSAGE . . . .115 

XVII. IN THE BOTANICAL GARDENS . . . I23 

XVIII. THE TREASURE CHAMBER . . . . I32 

XIX. MUTTERINGS OF THE STORM . . . . I40 

XX. THE SILVER COFFER 147 



viii The President of Boravia 

CHAPTBX PACK 

XXL THE STORM BREAKS 1 59 

XXII. THE PRESIDENT'S WOUND .... 166 

XXIII. A LULL 174 

XXIV. STANDEN'S GOOD NEWS 181 

XXV. A WAV OUT OF THE DIFFICULTV . . . 189 

XXVI. BETTER THAN DIAMONDS AND GOLD . . 197 

XXVII. THE ESCAPE FROM THE PALACE . . . 2o8 

XXVIII. A STRANGE REFUGE 2l6 

XXIX. NEWS FROM THE CITY 223 

XXX. THE BLACK RAIDERS 250 

XXXI. THE ASTURIAN MAN-OF-WAR . . . . 237 

XXXIL HOME AT LAST 244 



THE 



PRESIDENT OF BORAVIA 



CHAPTER I 

MASTER AND MAN 

John Standen, civil engineer, was tired of 
doing nothing. His chief, the great Sir George 
Graves, had been so pleased with the way 
Standen had carried out a delicate affair in the 
United States of Rosolio that he had promised 
his subordinate the next suitable appointment 
at his disposal ; but it was now many months 
since Standen had come home from South 
America, and he was still sponging on his father. 
The old doctor*s suburban practice was not now 
a very lucrative one, for younger men were in 
the field ; moreover, Standen knew his father 
had pinched himself to give him, the only child 
of his first wife, a good start, for Sir George 
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4 The. President of Boravia 

for he had scarcely taken the reins in his hands 
after the death of his chief when one of the 
political upsets so frequent in those South 
American republics took place, and, a strong 
anti-English President and ministry getting into 
power, they determined to complete the railway 
themselves, and packed off Standen and his 
staff incontinently. The Government of Roso- 
lio also calmly refused to pay anything like an 
adequate sum for what had already been done, 
and it was in the consequent negotiations that 
Standen showed a skill and diplomacy which 
carried the English company triumphantly 
through all sorts of complications and difficulties, 
and saved the loss of a very large sum of 
money. 

' Heaven only knows,* Sir George went on, 
' when some such sort of trouble may not crop 
up in Boravia : the country has been in a most 
unsettled state ever since they got rid of the 
King. Da Piera, the President, is by no means 
firmly seated in the presidential chair : so long 
as he is in power our interests are fairly safe, 
but he is in a most uncomfortable position. On 
the one side there is a strongish conservative 
party in favour of the restoration of the mon- 
archy, and on the other there is the tag, rag, 
and bobtail party, with a plain leaning towards 
repudiation of all Boravian contracts and debts. 
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So you see, young man, you won't have a very 
easy time of it, and I think it is only fair to put 
everything before you, so that you can decide 
as to going out there, or not, with your eyes 
open.' 

' I shall not hesitate a moment, Sir George,' 
said Standen ; * at any rate, it can't be worse than 
Rosolio. ' 

* Exactly so,' replied Sir George, evidently 
much relieved at Standen's decision ; * and the 
same qualities which got you out of that affair 
with such flying colours will, I have no doubt, 
stand you in good stead with these shifty 
Boravians. And now as to your starting : the 
truth is that since Whirlow's retirement every- 
thing is at sixes and sevens, and we want you 
to go as soon as ever you can.' 

' I shall be only too glad to go by the very 
first chance,' said Standen. ' I am tired to 
death of doing nothing : let me see, the Royal 
Mail goes out every other Wednesday ; to-day 
is Saturday.' 

' Here is the Royal Mail list of sailings,' 
interrupted Sir George, taking the paper from 
a rack in front of him, * I see the ** Peronia" 
sails next Wednesday, but of course you 
couldn't * 

* Oh, yes, I could,* said Standen ; * I shall 
be glad to get off at jonce. I have my old 
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Rosolio outfit by me, and I can easily get off 
by the "Peronia."' 

' Well, that is something like business,' said 
Sir George, with an approving smile, and 
evidently well pleased at Standen's prompt- 
ness. ' I would ask you to lunch with me, 
Standen,' he went on, * but unfortunately I have 
an engagement I cannot get out of. If you 
have nothing better to do you might come 
up to my house at Highgate and dine with me 
to-night, when we can go into matters thoroughly, 
and I can show you the lie of the land out 
there.* 

Standen readily agreed to this, and, shaking 
hands with the great Sir George, he took his 
leave in a jubilant frame of mind, for, barring 
fevers, revolutions, and a few other South 
American possibilities, he was a made man, and 
as he was barely thirty, strong in health, and 
conscious of a clear and decided mind, he never 
gave these possibilities a single thought, and 
only looked at the present relief from enforced 
idleness and consequent pecuniary embarrass- 
ment. 

As Standen passed through the huge 
mahogany and glass swing-doors of the 
sumptuous offices of the Santa Maria Water- 
works Company he uttered a suppressed cry 
of pleasure, for there, coming along Victoria 
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Street at a slow pace, he saw a man who had 
been in his mind's eye ever since this new 
appointment had dawned on his somewhat 
dark horizon. 

* Hullo, Burch ! Hi, man ! stop a minute ! ' 
he cried, running down the wide steps, as the 
man he wanted slowly passed on. 

* Why, blamed if it idn't Measter Standen,' 
said the man, as he stopped suddenly and 
turned round to see who was calling him by 
name. * Aw, sir, I be terrible glad for to see 
'ee,' he went on, as he gripped Standen s hand 
in his powerful grasp. They were a strong 
contrast, these two, as they stood facing each 
other, for Standen was tall and slight in build, 
with dark hair and dark eyes, and clean-shaven 
save for a short moustache, and Burch was a 
stout, stocky little man, with red hair and beard, 
and keen blue eyes, and he looked, as indeed he 
was, as strong as a bull. 

* How's the world using you, Jan ? ' asked 
Standen. ' I haven't seen you since we came 
home from Rosolio : a pretty tight fit that was, 
Burch, and lucky we were to get out of the 
place with whole skins.* 

* All the same, sir, I wouldn't make no odds 
about going out theer agen, and so I tell 'ee. 
I've a been ganger tew a job in Wales, and 
fer drink and devilment and all that theer I'd 
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all so soon hev to dew with they old natives in 
America ; iss, fay, so 'a would. And what be 
you a doin* of, measter, mekking so bold as to 
ask 'ee ? ' 

* Well, Jan, that's rather a long story to tell, 
and I *m not at all sure whether you may not, 
perhaps, come into it ; but we can't stay talk- 
ing here in the street, and Tm just as hungry 
as a hunter ; how do you feel that way ? ' 

John Burch intimated with a grin that he 
could * pick a bit,* and, Standen hailing a 
hansom, the two were soon on their way to the 
Trocadero Restaurant, in spite of Burch*s pro- 
tests that ' it was not for the likes of me to make 
so free with Measter Standen.* 

Over a substantial meal and a postprandial 
cigar, Standen unfolded his prospects to Burch, 
to the latter*s great content, for he had an 
inkling that the story was not told for nothing, 
but that, as Standen had hinted, he had, or 
might have, something to do with it all. He 
was not left long in suspense. 

* Now, Jan,* said Standen, leaning forward 
in his chair, and looking full at his companion, 
* you've heard the whole story, and the reason 
why I've told it you is because I want you to 
come out with me.* 

'Aw, glory be,* cried Burch, reaching out 
his hand, and giving a hearty shake to Standen's ; 
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**tes just the very thing as I should love, be 
gov: 

' Well, wait a moment,* said Standen, with 
a smile at his subordinate's delight ; * things are 
a bit unsettled out there at Boravia : there may 
be ructions, and I want a man who not only 
can do his work, but upon whom I can depend 
at a pinch.' 

' Measter Standen, sir, zo zure as yew be 
sitting theer, yere be a South Devon man as'll 
stick to 'ee through thick and thin, so her wull, 
yew may depend.' 

* I know it, Jan,' returned Standen ; * we've 
been through two or three roughish shindies 
together before, and with something of the 
same sort of people too, so I 'm not afraid about 
you.* 

' No more you needn't tew,' cried Burch, 
bringing his great hand down on the table 
with a thump that made their neighbours look 
up. * You'm a goin' tew start next Wednesday, 
so yew said,' he went on, and then he paused, 
and a vivid blush appeared on his already 
rubicund visage. 

*Why, Jan, what's the matter with you?' 
asked Standen with a laugh. * You're as red 
as a turkey cock, man ; going to have a fit, eh ? * 

' Naw, sir, *tidn't no fit ; trewth is — an* I 
don't mind telling yew — since I see yew last 



lo The President of Boravia 

Tve bin doing a little bit of business in the 
matrimonial line/ 

* What, Jan, married ? ' 

* No, not azactly — but theer s a little gell 
as Tm a keeping company with, an' I must 
rin down to Devon for tew see her before I go, 
and trewly there idn't much time/ 

'Well, Burch, I wish you joy. Youll have a 
great deal more money out there than you 
could earn here, and before very long you can 
come home with your pockets full of nickels, 
and have bells ringing, folks cheering, and '*the 
parson a pocketing his fee," as the song says. 
Well, Tve got a lot to do, and a short time to 
do it in, so here's good-bye to you, Burch, for 
the present. By the way, you had better take 
your passage : I've told you what your salary 
will be, and if you want an advance ' 

* I've aplenty to go on with, sir,' said Burch, 
* and I shall be at Southampton on Wednesday, 
please the powers,' and with that master and 
man parted, well contented the one with the 
other. 
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CHAPTER II 

THE SANTA MARIA WATERWORKS COMPANY 

As Standen dismissed his hansom that same 
night, and followed the footman through the 
wide corridor of Sir George Graves' house at 
Highgate into the big hall, he wondered whether 
his good fortune would ever bring him into 
such luxurious surroundings. The corridor was 
bordered on each side with beautiful flowers, 
and the hall wore a tropical look with its foliage 
plants and tree ferns, one or two marble statues 
gleaming out from the greenery under the 
bright electric light. After all, he thought, the 
great Sir George himself had begun at the 
lowest rung of the ladder, and the same qualities 
of shrewdness, skill, and application which had 
brought him the immense wealth with which he 
was credited might bring him, Standen, to a 
like ending; at any rate, these evidences of 
prosperity were a sort of lesson to him to seize 
his opportunity and make the best of it. 

*Ah, you are punctuality itself,' said Sir 
George, as, after shaking hands with his hostess 
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in the drawing-room, Standen greeted his host. 
' We are alone to-night, and as we have a great 
deal of ticklish ground to go over, I have asked 
Lady Graves to excuse us after dinner, and 
ordered our coffee to be brought into the 
library/ 

Standen was rather sorry for this, for it was 
not the first time he had been a guest at High- 
gate, and Lady Graves was a charming hostess 
and a remarkably clever woman : she had been 
a great beauty, and was good to look at now — 
a small, alert woman whose still lovely brown 
eyes and black eyebrows and lashes contrasted 
strangely with a wealth of silvery hair. She 
had been with her husband in his various 
enterprises in all quarters of the globe, and she 
knew how to talk about what she had seen 
and done. 

* You will find things changed out in Boravia 
from the old times when Sir George and I were 
out there,* she said as she took Standen's arm, 
and they moved across the drawing-room. * I 
had a pleasant time there : the old King took 
quite a fancy to Sir George, and we were very 
often at the Palace and at his summer place in 
the mountains. Our Ambassador was a widower 
too, and I had to do all the receiving for him. 
I was a person of importance, I can assure you, 
and it seemed rather strange to come back to 
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England and be a sort of nobody. Ah, well, 
we had somq happy times in the old Quirtfa, 
and I shall always have a kindly feeling for 
Boravia, in spite of its present troublesome 
ways. * 

* Troublesome ways, indeed,' said Sir George, 
* they have cost me and a good many other 
people a pretty penny already, and we have not 
seen the end of it yet, I am afraid. By the way, 
Standen, talking of the Quinta reminds me to 
tell you that that place, the Quinta de los 
Mangos, will be your abode in Santa Maria : 
the company bought it in my time, and the 
chief engineer always has it.* 

* I am sure I quite envy you, Mr. Standen,* 
said Lady Graves ; * it is a most delightful place, 
out of the heat and noise of the city, and the 
gardens are lovely. It used to be the house of 
the chief, or Provincial, or whatever they call 
him, of the Jesuits, until the Government turned 
out the Order, and confiscated all their property. 
The house is built right into the side of a high 
hill, and on the top are the ruins of the old 
Jesuit chapel. I shall be interested to hear 
how the old place is looking.' 

* I will be sure to let you know about it when 
I get out there,' said Standen : ' it is a relief not 
to have to hunt about for a place to put one- 
self in.' 
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' The old King was a most simple-minded 
man/ said Sir George. ' Many an hour have I 
spent in the Palace, the King and I grubbing 
about on our hands and knees over huge maps 
spread on the floor. There were few things the 
King of Boravia knew nothing about : he took 
the most intelligent interest in the Santa Maria 
drainage and waterworks, and would have 
every single detail explained to him. I can 
quite imagine that Da Piera, the President, is 
another sort of man altogether.' 

' Of course, I remember the Da Pieras well,' 
said Lady Graves ; ' it seems strange to think of 
him as President of the Republic. Why, he was 
one of the most loyal of men, and seemed 
devoted to the King. Don't you remember, 
George, how fond the Crown Prince was of him ? 
He very often stayed at the Da Pieras' country 
house at Buena Vista.* 

* I wonder whether his wife is alive,' mused 
Sir George : * he married an Englishwoman, 
a daughter of old Sir Luttrell Dodds, who was 
once Ambassador at Boravia. I don't think 
it was altogether a successful arrangement ; she 
could not stand the climate, and did not get 
on with Da Piera. I never heard the rights of 
the thing ; at any rate, the Viscondessa da 
Piera elected to live in Europe, and we never 
saw her.' 
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* I have a sort of dim idea that there was a 
daughter, an only child, unless I am mistaken ; 
however, she must be grown up by now. You 
will be able to give us all sorts of news of 
Boravia, Mr. Standen. But I can see that Sir 
George is getting fidgety, and so I will say 
good-bye, and bon voyage to you, for I expect 
I shall be fast asleep long before you break up 
your conclave,' and, with a hearty hand-clasp, 
Lady Graves departed, leaving her husband 
and Standen to a long business confabulation 
in the library. 

* Well, I think we have about broken the 
back of it,' said Sir George, after about a couple 
of hours of poring over maps and papers ; ' you 
have your notes you have just taken, and, with 
the papers I will give you just before you start, 
you will have something to amuse you on the 
voyage ; and when you get out there, with what 
I have been able to tell you, you will soon get 
the hang of things. The staff are a fair average 
lot of men, most of them well up to their work. ' 

'Ah, that reminds me,* said Standen. *I 
don t suppose you remember one John Burch 
who was out with us in Rosolio ? ' 

* Perfectly, a sort of overseer of the men — I 
don't often forget people — an honest sort of 
fellow — very red, rather short, and very strong. ' 

* Yes, I met him just as I was coming out 
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of your offices this morning, and, oddly enough, 
I was thinking about him at the time.' 

* He'd be a capital fellow to have out there, 
Standen,' said Sir George. 

'Well, he was out of a berth, and was 
mooning about Victoria Street and Great 
George Street, looking for something to do, 
and I have asked him to come out with me on 
Wednesday.' 

* You can easily find some way of making 
him useful/ said Sir George. ' Have another 
cigar ? No ! Then I think I'll say good-night, 
and I don't suppose you'll be sorry either, for 
you have a lot to do and think about.' 

Indeed, Standen had plenty of food for his 

mind as he walked briskly down Highgate Hill 

towards the nearest cabstand. It was a cold, 

drizzly November night, and he was not at all 

fl sorry to think he would soon be out of the fogs 

and mists of the English winter, and in the 
sunshine of the tropics, for he forgot for the 
moment the attendant worries of prickly heat, 
mosquitoes, scorpions, centipedes, and all the 
other agreeable adjuncts to the sunshine afore- 
said. 
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CHAPTER III 

THE president's DAUGHTER 

On the following Monday Standen went to the 
Royal Mail Steamer office to book his berth 
for Boravia in the R.M.S. ' Peronia/ He found 
that John Burch had been beforehand with 
him, for his name appeared in the list of steer- 
age passengers, though the salary he was to 
receive from the Santa Maria Waterworks 
Company could easily have borne the strain of 
a second-class, or even of a first-class passage. 
Sometimes the clerks in these offices are of 
a haughty, stand-offish sort, and assume a 
demeanour which might induce the innocent 
traveller to imagine that the company was con- 
ferring an immense, and indeed undeserved, 
favour on him in carrying him to his destina- 
tion. The clerk, however, who attended to 
Standen's wants was a young man of a most 
affable disposition. 

* Going to Boravia.'** he said, as he made 
out the ticket ; ' weVe carrying a distinguished 
passenger out there this trip : the President's 

c 
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daughter is going out ; she was in the office 
about a week ago to choose her cabin. We've 
had the President in here before now ; he's a 
fine fellow to look at, but I daresay you know 
him by sight, at any rate ? ' 

* No,' said Standen, curious to know what 
sort of a person the President's daughter might 
be, after the conversation of Saturday night at 
the Graves* house ; * this is my first experience 
of Boravia, though I know other parts of South 
America well enough.' 

* I thought I knew your face,* said the clerk. 
' I was in that Rosolio affair : went out and 

back several times,' said Standen. 

* Of course, I remember now. I knew the 
face and the name, but I could not locate you. 
Anything going on in Boravia, if I may ask ? ' 

* Santa Maria waterworks,' briefly replied 
Standen, a little tired of the young gentleman's 
easy-going ways. 

' You're sure to knock across the President, 
then,* replied the young man, as he put the 
ticket and receipt into an envelope, and handed 
it to Standen. * The daughter's a wonderfully 
nice-looking girl, tall and dark, like her father ; 
proud too, I should say,* and a sort of frown 
came over his face, for he did not forget the 
snubbing with which the Seiiorita had greeted 
his affable advances. * Hope you*ll have a good 
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voyage/ he said, as Standen nodded to him and 
left the office. Another interview with Sir 
George at Victoria Street put him quite au fait 
as to what was expected of him out in Boravia, 
and, after taking a kindly farewell of his father 
and his stepmother, and consoling the children 
with promises of Boravian * dollies ' and plenty 
of boxes of guiabada — a South American sweet- 
meat concocted of mangoes and sugar, and 
much appreciated at Argyle Villas — he found 
himself at Southampton on the Wednesday, 
ready to start, and with everything in good 
trim. 

* Well, Burch,* he said, as he made his way 
through heaps of luggage to the place where 
Burch was standing on the tender, * well, weVe 
off now, and I hope we shan't have such a bad 
time out there ; anyhow, anything is better than 
loafing about at home with one s hands in one's 
pockets.' 

* Trew, trew ; what you'm a saying is right 
enough, measter ; 'tis gude to have a plenty to 
do,' and Jan Burch gave a most portentous 
sigh. . ^ 

*Why, man,' said Standen with a smile, 

' to hear the way you pumped up that sigh of 

yours one would think you were sorry to be 

off.' 

' And so I be, measter, sorry and glad too.' 

c 2 
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* My dear Jan, I beg your pardon, I am 
sure,' said Standen, still with a bit of a smile 
lurking round his lips. * I quite forgot that 
you're '* keeping company," and of course 
you've only just said good-bye to the young 
lady ; no wonder you're sad. Cheer up, old man, 
we'll have a cocktail — remember the cocktails, 
Jan, eh ? — as soon as we get on board, and 
drink a good health and a speedy marriage to 

Jan Burch and You never told me the 

lady's name ? ' 

* Meary Ferryman, that be her name,' said 
Burch, somewhat shamefacedly, but with a sort 
of lingering relish on the not untuneful syllables. 
' Aw, sir,' he went on, ' 'tidn't nothin' for to 
make May-games of: I never could see why 
folk should make sich a fun of coortin' and mar- 
riage ; they'm serious enow, come to think of it.' 

* Well, you're right, Jan, after all,' said 
Standen, not without a backward glance at a 
somewhat unfortunate love affair of his own. 

As Standen turned round after speaking he 
gave vent to a low and prolonged whistle, for 
he caught sight of a face and figure which 
drove out of his mind at once and for all the 
little suburban beauty, with her frills and fur- 
belows, her up-to-date costumes, and her wee- 
est suspicion of a cockney twang, who had so 
heartlessly jilted him. 
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' Well ! ' exclaimed Burch, as he followed 
the direction of Standen's gaze, * hei^s the pra- 
perest bewty as iver I zeed ; blamed as if her 
idn't so like yew as two peas, tew ; like a pair of 
twins you be.' 

' Nonsense, Jan,' said Standen, as he re- 
covered himself and his pursed-up lips regained 
their ordinary curves. But, though he was any- 
thing but a vain man, and would never have 
dreamt of putting himself in the same category 
with the beautiful girl before him, yet he could 
not but see that there was something of an odd 
sort of resemblance between them ; for both 
were tall and slight, both had clean-cut features 
and dark eyes, and there was an air of distinc- 
tion in the girl's whole presence, which, although 
he did not know it, was a mark in Standen's 
personality too. She was standing in the 
midst of a group of foreign-looking folk, and 
was smiling at something one of her friends 
had just said, and Standen was not slow to 
remark the exceeding sweetness of the smile, 
and the bright flash of the large luminous eyes 
which seemed almost to light up her face, while 
the close-fitting jacket of some dark and costly 
fur did not hide the graceful lines of a slim and 
lovely figure, and the toque she wore left to 
view her face and the luxuriance of her fine 
dark hair, blown in delicate tendrils about her 
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by the sea breeze as the tender puffed and 
panted its way against the wind towards the 
huge looming hulk of the R.M.S. ' Peronia,' 

* I 'opes as her's a going along o' we/ said 
Burch in a low tone ; * 'tis a goodly sight even 
to look 'pin her.' 

' Jan, Jan,' said his friend and master, 'only 
a minute ago you were bemoaning your fate at 
having to part with Meary.' 

*And so I dew, most trewly I do,' said 
Burch, * and a prettier maiden of her sart yew 
doan't vind wi'in the borders of Devon ; but, 
aw, sir, this yere — her's like to a Empress ; the 
likes of her is not to the likes o' me, but, be 
that as 'twuU, us hev a got eyes in our 'eds as 
well as one yere or theer, and thicky maiden 
over theer, her wouldn't be sorry or shamed to 
know what Jan Burch thinks upon her.' 

* She certainly is a lovely girl,' said Standen, 
half to himself and almost forgetting his com- 
panion. * I shouldn't wonder — tall, dark, like 
her father, so that clerk fellow said — it is the 
President's daughter.' 

* And a praper, vine darter the gentleman 
have a got,' said Jan ; * but howsomever, us be 
nearing the vessel ; and yew giv me 'old of 
summat to carry for 'ee, for yew've a got a 
most amazing heap of traps, zure enough.' 

* Why did you go steerage, Burch ? ' asked 
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Standen ; * surely your salary could afford some- 
thing better than that ? ' 

* I've a got a plenty to do wi' my bit,' 
answered Jan : * us Burches be a savin' lot — tew 
savin' some on 'em, for my old father have a 
saved so much that he've a starved his land. 
I've got he to look after, and soon as I've got 
what I'm lookin' for I goes home, get married, 
and takes oop wi' the old volks. But us'U be left 
behind if us bides tellin' yere.' 



24 The President of Boravia 



CHAPTER IV 

R. M. S. * P E R O N I A ' 

Though Standen kept his eyes open, he did not 
catch sight of the dark-eyed and stately beauty 
until long after the tender had gone, and the 
great ship was under way. As neither he nor 
Burch had had anyone to see them off, they 
were in their respective quarters, getting things 
into order, when the last call for the shore was 
heard. 

It must be confessed, traveller though he 
was, that Standen felt a little forlorn and lonely 
as, everything below being arranged to his 
satisfaction, he went on deck and watched the 
shore growing darker and darker, with here and 
there a gleaming light, as the short November 
day drew to its close. To see Burch he must 
pass over to the steerage, and he knew that too 
much of that sort of thing was not encouraged 
on board, while the steerage passengers not un- 
frequently objected to the visits of the * toffs,' 
as they called the saloon passengers. However, 
he had never yet failed of making friends in his 
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various voyages ; and here was the bell for 
dinner ringing, and then perhaps he would see 
the handsome girl. 

Thinking thus, he quickly made his way to 
the great dining saloon, which was, together 
with all other arrangements of the huge steamer, 
a perfect model of luxury and comfort. 

* This way, sir,' said one of the stewards, as 
Standen reached the bottom of the broad flight 
of steps. * It's Mr. Standen,' he went on, in a 
lower tone ; * I thought I knew you, sir ; came 
home with you in the ** Altura." ' 

Standen smiled a greeting to the man, and 
followed him to the head of the captain's table, 
where he found he was placed on the right 
hand and next but one to the captain, for the 
Santa Maria Waterworks people did an im- 
mense business with the Royal Mail, and the 
chief engineer of that company was no mean 
person in the eyes of the service. The seat on 
the left hand next to the captain's place was 
vacant, nor had the captain himself yet put in 
an appearance, and, as he unfolded his serviette 
and studied the elaborate menu, Standen 
wondered who his neighbour at table was 
going to be. Some aged and venerable 
dowager, he thought, some Viscondessa — 
Viscondessa da Piera ! Ah ! if that beautiful 
girl were indeed the President's daughter she 
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would most certainly occupy the seat of 
honour. And lo ! Standen is right, for the 
lovely object of his thoughts, and his wishes, 
is even now coming down the wide stairway 
into the saloon, talking to a stout, homely, 
comfortable-looking dame, who is conducted 
by a steward to the seat on the left hand of the 
captain, while the dark beauty is shown to the 
seat next to Standen. 

Standen, of course, rose as the girl came to 
her place, and the slight smile and bow with 
which she repaid his courtesy formed a sort of 
introduction to ordinary talk until the captain 
took his place, and soon introduced them in 
due form. 

* Seftorita da Piera,' said the polite skipper, 
* this is Mr. Standen, who is going out with 
us to Santa Maria to take charge of the 
waterworks. ' 

Standen muttered a few words expressive 
of his sense of delight, and honour, and so 
forth, and the Seilorita followed suit by intro- 
ducing the stout and comely middle-aged lady 
opposite as ' My aunt. Miss Dodds.* 

As Standen was inwardly wondering how a 
Senorita da Piera could possibly have an aunt 
of the homely name of Dodds, for he had for- 
gotten for the moment what Lady Graves had 
said, he saw that the subject of his thoughts 
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was accurately guessed by the bewilderingly 
beautiful girl by his side. 

' My mother was an Englishwoman/ she 
said, with just the suspicion of a smile at 
Standen's evident embarrassment at having his 
thoughts thus divined : * she was the daughter 
of Sir Luttrell Dodds, who was Ambassador to 
the King of Boravia, and Miss Dodds is my 
dear mother*s sister. It is not so complicated, 
after all, is it ? * and again she smiled. 

* If you won't think me rude, Senorita, 
replied Standen remembering, * I will tell you 
that I heard this only a night or two ago/ 

' Well, now, that is odd,' said Miss Dodds, 
who had of course been hearing the conversa- 
tion, * and I never even heard your name 

Oh, I beg your pardon ! ' 

Miss Dodds was often begging people's 
pardon, for she had a sort of blunt way of 
going at things which accorded well with the 
thick-set stolidity of her general appearance 
and figure. 

* I am sure there is no need for you to say 
that, Miss Dodds,' said Standen laughing. ' I 
don't suppose you ever did hear my name ; 
indeed, I am such a humble individual that I 
am not used yet to the high and mighty 
position of engineer-in-chief. But it was at 
Sir George Graves' — he is practically head of 
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the company ; the directors leave almost 
everything to him. I was dining at his place 
at Highgate last Saturday, and he told me he 
knew the Visconde da Piera quite well under 
the old regime' 

* There are no Viscondes now ; ' said the 
Senorita with a smile, *the Republic has 
abolished all titles.' 

* A great shame,' interpolated the skipper, 
who had the Briton's love for a handle to a 
name. * They've abolished a good many other 
things, too, that they might have left alone ; 
we don't do half the carrying we used to do 
when the old King was to the fore ; but I beg 
your pardon, Senorita, I quite forgot ' 

* You forgot that my father is the President,' 
said the Senorita with a laugh ; * I am afraid I 
am not very loyal to the Republic myself. I 
suppose it is the English blood in me.' 

* I hope it is safe out there,' said Miss 
Dodds anxiously ; ' one hears of so many re- 
volutions in South America that I was half 
afraid to come out. I certainly should never 
have come, Lois dear, if it had not been for 
you.' 

* Oh, you need not be afraid, madam, ' said 
the skipper. * As long as the Senor da Piera is 
President he will keep things in order. Your 
father is a strong man, Seflorita,' and the 
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captain, with a bow right and left, went off to 
his multifarious duties. 

After his long confabulations with Sir 
George, Standen had his own opinions as to 
the absolute stability of things Boravian, but 
he had no wish to rouse the fears of the timid 
Miss Dodds. 

' Ah, it was a charming country when my 
father was Ambassador,' said that lady, * though 
I was quite a child. I well remember Santa 
Maria, and the Embassy, and the lovely place 
in the mountains where we passed the hot 
weather time.' 

* I dare say you won't find it so terrible, 
after all, auntie,' said Lois da Piera ; * you 
must remember that your niece is a Boravian, 
and we are not all savages, I assure you, dear.' 

' Well, one can't help feeling a little anxious, 
Lois,' said her aunt. * It will be all so different ; 
I'm sure I've forgotten nearly all my Spanish 
too, and what to do with the servants I can't 
tell.' 

'They will not trouble you much, auntie,' 
said the niece, as she remembered the Presi- 
dential establishment, with its major-domo, 
grooms of the chambers, and almost royal 
retinue ; for the Presidential revenues were large 
when the President's daughter had been last in 
Boravia, and Da Piera had kept up some state. 
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* You don't give Mr. Standen a very re- 
assuring outlook in his new country/ she added, 
turning to her neighbour. 

Standen would like to have said that any 
country and almost any conceivable circum- 
stances would have been rosy-hued if only the 
dark-eyed beauty beside him were the centre of 
the surroundings ; but he did not dare to give 
utterance to his thoughts, and the opportunity 
passed him by, for the aunt and niece rose, and, 
followed by many curious and admiring glances, 
Lois da Piera left the dining saloon. 
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CHAPTER V 

MAKING FRIENDS 

As Standen smoked his cigar after dinner he 
had plenty of food for thought, and, despite the 
somewhat noisy chatter that the other numerous 
smokers kept up in the smoking saloon, he 
suffered his mind to dwell on the many perfec- 
tions of his charming fellow passenger. He 
was forced to recognise the fact that his interest 
in the beautiful Lois was of more than an 
ordinary sort, and all kinds of pleasing visions 
in which she was the central figure filled his 
imagination, to be dismissed with a contemptuous 
• Pshaw ! * But, alas ! he might ' pish ' andj pshaw ' 
as much as he liked, but still the entrancing 
vision of the girl he had just left would insist 
upon coming before his mental vision, and the 
result of his deliberations left him with a firm 
resolve to check himself in time, lest he should 
find himself consumed with a hopeless passion 
for the daughter of the President of Boravia. 

When Standen had finished his cigar he 
went aft to the steerage to see how his fellow 
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voyager, Jan Burch, was getting on. He found 
Burch the centre of quite a little crowd of 
obviously poor folk, who were listening intently 
to a sort of oration he seemed to be delivering. 

* Well, Jan,' said Standen, as Burch broke 
away from the company, * are you fairly com- 
fortable? There seems to be a pretty crowd 
here : you had much better have come forward 
into the second saloon.' 

* Aw, pore souls, pore souls,' said Jan with 
a sigh ; * I misdoubt mezul but they've been 
terrible do'ed by some old raskils or other.' 

* Why, what's the matter with them ? ' asked 
Standen. * They don't look to be much over- 
burdened with this world's goods, it is true.' 

* Naw, they bean't, and that's the trewth,' 
said Burch : * 'tes a lot of emigrants, that's what 
'tes. They'm all a going out to Parania, and 
they think as they'm goin' to make their for- 
tunes, and come home soon with their pockets 
full of money.' 

* Whew — w — w ! ' whistled Standen. * Why, 
I thought the Government had warned folks 
against this emigration scheme ; indeed, I saw 
the warning up in several post offices.' 

* Zo they have, but the agents have been 
tellin' up a power of lies, and these pore volk 
have belaved them. If they gets back with 
their skins 'twuU be a bit of good luck.' 
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* Have you been giving them this cheering 
piece of information, then ? ' 

' Naw, sir ; so soon as I'd let out as Td a been 
to Rosolio, they axed me what sort of a place 
the province of Parania might be, and then I 
knaw'd what was up, and I was a describin' of 
it to mun when yew came up/ 

* I hope it won't turn out as badly as you 
fear,' said Standen ; * it's not a bad climate and 
the soil's good.' 

* Aw, yes, 'tes so, but I knaws about farmer- 
ing ; and wheer's the market and wheer's the 
labour ? 'Tes sinful wickedness to chate pore 
volks, I reckon.' 

And as a matter of fact it was not such a 
long time before the remnants of the unfor- 
tunate emigrants were back at the British 
Embassy at Santa Maria, half-starved, with 
their clothes worn out, and clamouring for a 
passage back to England. 

The kind-hearted Burch found so much to 
do in lightening the woes of these unaccustomed 
seafarers that he seemed scarcely ever to have 
a minute to himself, and Standen saw but little 
of him during the three weeks of the voyage. 

Although they left a few passengers at 
Lisbon and at Vigo and St. Vincent, where they 
touched, there was a tolerable complement on 
board, including the ubiquitous drummer, a few 
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South American merchants, both English and 
Spanish, and a number of trippers, who were thus 
bent on escaping the British winter, and seeing 
something of the world at the same time. 

These latter were a gay and lively lot, 
and they kept things going with all manner of 
ship's games, with dances, concerts, and private 
theatricals. 

Now, although Lois da Piera was far from 
being too proud or exclusive, at the same time 
the noisy and, truth to tell, sometimes a little 
vulgar, amusements of these folks had no 
attractions for her, and beyond showing a 
singularly refined command over the piano at 
some of their impromptu concerts, and singing 
for them in a sweet, deep, contralto voice some 
quaint Boravian songs, she did not join in the 
daily and nightly games and festivities ; and as 
Standen was, as Burch described him, * a man 
as kep hisself to hisself,' they were both of them 
left out of the hurly-burly, and consequently 
thrown very much together ; for, for the first part 
of the voyage. Miss Dodds was prostrate with 
sea-sickness, and continually bemoaning her folly 
in leaving the comforts of her beloved Bath for 
the perils and miseries of an Atlantic voyage ; and 
when she was sufficiently recovered to endure 
the slow roll of the great waves, ensconced in a 
deck chair she passed her time knitting endless 



•\ 



Making Friends 35 

woollen affairs for some mission she was in- 
terested in, or idly turning over the pages of a 
novel. So it came to pass that Standen's good 
resolutions went the way of the majority of that 
sort of commodity, and day by day he found 
himself getting more and more intimate with 
the President's daughter, and, as a natural 
consequence, more and more hopelessly in 
love. 

* How delightful it is to get gradually away 
from the cold and mist and rain of England ! 
It seems all a sort of bad dream.' It was Lois 
da Piera who was speaking, and she and 
Standen were seated side by side under an 
awning on deck. Lunch was well over, and Miss 
Dodds close by was comfortably indulging her- 
self in a snooze, unawakened by the shouts and 
laughter of a lot of youngsters, and some older 
people too, who had got some nets rigged 
up, and were playing ship s cricket a little 
way off. 

* If I had the money,' rejoined Standen, ' I 
never would stay a single winter in England ; 
indeed, if we are to judge by the general exodus 
among the richer folk, we English will soon 
come and go with the swifts and the swallows.' 

' Oh, I hope not,' she returned ; * although I 
suppose I must call myself a Boravian, my 
mother was English, and I should not like the 
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English people to get into the exhausted and 
limp state of those who live where it is always 
summer.* 

' Then you are not so keen about going back 
to Santa Maria ? ' asked Standen. 

* Of course I want to see my dear father/ 
she answered. ' I have not seen him, save only 
for very short visits, for years ; and then he was 
only just made President when my mother died 
and I came to live at Bath with my aunt, and 
before that we lived mostly at the Quinta ; it 
was a pleasant, lazy life enough, and a little 
different from the stir and movement of father's 
new life in the Palace/ 

' I wonder which life you will like best,' said 
Standen, as he looked at his stately and beau- 
tiful companion, and confessed to himself that 
she was indeed formed both by person and 
character to adorn even the most exalted of 
positions. 

' Well, I do not know,* she answered mus- 
ingly. Of course I know as yet but little of the 
Palace life, save only such items as I have 
gleaned from my father's letters, for I was quite 
a child when I came away, and he has so much 
upon his shoulders that his letters have been 
brief and not very descriptive.' 

' Was not President da Piera a great friend 
and favourite of the ex-Crown Prince ? I 
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remember Lady Graves said something of the 
sort to me.' 

*0h, yes, they were very often together. 
The Prince used to stay at the Quinta at Buena 
Vista very often ; they shot together, and went 
orchid hunting ; the Prince had a great love for 
flowers, and birds, and butterflies, and so forth, 
and so had my father. You are wondering why 
in face of this the Visconde da Piera should be 
changed into President da Piera ? I have not 
seen very much of my father for years, only on 
his short visits to England, but I know enough 
of him to be certain he does not easily change 
his likes and dislikes, and you may be sure he 
is perfectly consistent in the position he has 
taken.' 

* I can easily conceive,' said Standen, ' that 
he might have felt it his duty to take the Pre- 
sidential chair in order to keep out someone 
whose election would have been bad for the 
couhtry. ' 

' I dare say that is the reason — or it might 
possibly be — but I must not tell you what I 
sometimes imagine,' said Lois. 

* Will you let me guess ? ' asked her com- 
panion ; and as she nodded her head — * the Presi- 
dent might wish to see the Crown Prince on 
the throne again,' he whispered. 

* Oh, hush — hush,' she said in a low tone. 
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Just then Miss Dodds showed evident signs 
of waking up, and the conversation became 
general. 

But enough has been recorded to show that 
the quick passage from acquaintance to friend- 
ship, and from friendship to intimacy, which the 
close companionship of the voyage at sea brings 
about, was showing another example in the case 
of Lois da Piera and John Standen. 
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CHAPTER VI 

A GLIMPSE OF THE GULF FIXED 

The time passed rapidly, too rapidly for John 
Standen, on board ship ; and the more he saw 
of Lois da Piera the more the beauties of her 
person and her character and mind filled his 
thoughts, until there was scarcely a waking 
moment when she was not present to him either 
in very deed and fact or in the imagination. 
And now, true to time, the great steamer was 
nearing the somewhat narrow entrance to the 
magnificent harbour of Santa Maria, and already 
the two promontories, frowning with the bat- 
teries with which the Boravians protected the 
only way into the Bay of Santa Maria, were in 
sight. 

* One would think you were sorry to see 
land again,' said the Senorita as she leaned 
over the bulwarks, looking at the rapidly ap- 
proaching points between which the ' Peronia ' 
was so soon to pass. 

* I wonder what makes you think that,* said 
Standen ; for indeed he was sorry that their 
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pleasant intimacy of the last three weeks was 
soon to be over. 

* Well, you are different from everyone else 
on board,* she answered. * Their only desire 
seems to be to get off the steamer as soon as 
they can — I am sure some of the people about 
our cabin have been packing and repacking for 
the last three days ; but you — you seem 
sorry ; from what you have told me it is a 
responsible position before you, but ' 

* It is not that,' said Standen with a sigh. 
'Then you are sorry to get to Santa Maria .^* 

said the girl. 

* Ah,' he returned, ' it has been a happy 
three weeks for me — the happiest time I have 
known ; I cannot help being sorry that it is over.' 

A warm blush rose in Lois da Piera's face 
and neck, and she turned her eyes away from 
Standen, and looked towards the nearing pro- 
montories. Standen was sorry he had spoken : 
he felt he had said more than he had any right 
to say ; for, after all, he had but little reason to 
suppose that the beautiful girl beside him re- 
garded him in any other light than that of a 
pleasant enough companion ; and it was evident 
from her manner that he had shown her too 
plainly his feelings towards her. Her next 
words, however, altered the whole complexion 
of his thoughts, and sent a rush of hope and 
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happiness into his mind such as he had scarcely 
even dared to think of. 

* I am sorry too/ she murmured in a low 
tone of voice, and as if speaking to herself. 

Standen had no time to take advantage of 
her admission, even if he had intended to do 
so, for just then Jan Burch came up to them. 

* Us be pretty near in,' he said to Standen, 
touching his cap to the Sefiorita. * I axed *em 
to let me come auver and see if I could help 'ee 
in getting ready to land. 'Tidn't much as IVe 
got to look to mezul.' 

Standen thanked Burch, though inwardly 
he cursed what he most ungratefully called his 
officiousness ; and he was going to send him off 
on some pretext or other when Miss Dodds 
arrived upon the scene and effectually put an 
end to any further chance of continuing the 
t^te-d-tite. 

* Ah, Mr. Standen,' said Miss Dodds, ' I 
expect you are as glad as I am to see the land 
once more ; I simply dreaded the voyage, and 
I am thankful it is over. I am sure my niece 
and I are grateful to you for all your kindness 
and attention, and I hope we shall see a great 
deal of you at Santa Maria.' 

Standen murmured his acknowledgments, 
but he had a dismal foreboding that, although 
his position was a good enough one, he should 
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not see much of the daughter of the President 
of the Republic. He determined, however, to 
be with her till the very end, and he quickly in- 
structed Burch as to the disposal of his various 
belongings, so that he might give all his attention 
to the two ladies. 

* 'Tis certainly the most beautiful scene in 
the world,' cried Miss Dodds, as the * Peronia' 
passed through the narrow portals, and the vast 
expanse of the Bay of Santa Maria opened out 
to their view. So immense was the bay that 
on either hand its shores were almost lost in the 
distance, their limits being only to be guessed 
at by the faint outlines of far-oflf mountains, 
while the bay itself was dotted with islands 
large and small, and all covered with tropical 
greenery and waving palms. 

* How it all comes back to me ! ' Miss Dodds 
went on, as she pointed out and named place 
after place, as the ' Peronia ' steamed rapidly 
towards the land. ' I can just see Santa Maria 
itself,' she cried at last. ' Look, look, Lois, your 
eyes are better than mine — surely that is the 
city in front of us ! ' 

' Yes, auntie, that is the city getting plainer 
and plainer every minute. The guns from the 
fort will have told them that we are coming in, 
and I expect that even now father is driving 
down to the quay.' 
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In a short time the towers of the Cathedral, 
and the spires of many churches, and the great 
blocks of the public buildings were visible, and 
Miss Dodds was excitedly naming the various 
places to Standen, while the Seiiorita was silent 
and somewhat distraite. 

* Ah, I can see it now,' she said at last ; and, 
touching Standen's arm, she pointed out a hill 
which rose at the far end of the huge city before 
them. * That is the Monte de la Capilla,' she 
said, * and built close against the side of the hill 
is the Quinta de los Mangos. I can almost see 
the house, and the little ruined Church of the 
Jesuits at the hilltop.* 

* I am sure I hope you will have many happy 
days there,* said Miss Dodds to Standen 
politely, quite oblivious of the obvious fact that, 
even in the excitement of her return to her old 
home and country, her niece was thinking of her 
companion and friend of the last few weeks. 

But whatever hopes these various indica- 
tions may have given to John Standen, they 
were quickly dispersed as the great steamer 
slowly and majestically ranged alongside the 
handsome quays of Santa Maria. There was 
evidently some function toward, for a troop of 
cavalry was escorting a handsome barouche 
drawn by four splendidly caparisoned horses, 
and attended by footmen in gorgeous liveries. 
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* Why, father has come down quite in state ! ' 
cried Lois da Piera in a slightly vexed tone, 
as she gazed at the array of soldiers and the 
splendid carriage. ' I am sure he need not 

have Ah, here is dear father/ and she 

forgot her vexation as a tall dark man, whose 
somewhat melancholy cast of countenance was 
lighted up with a welcoming smile, came quickly 
to her and folded her in a warm embrace. 

* My dearest girl — my dearest girl,' he mur- 
mured as he kissed her, ' it is good to see you 
again ;' and having greeted Miss Dodds kindly 
— ' now you need not trouble about anything,' 
he said ; * the carriage is waiting, and we can get 
off to the Palace at once ; the equerries will look 
after all your belongings.* 

A way was respectfully made for the Presi- 
dent, even on the crowded deck of the steamer, 
and through a lane of bowing, obsequious people 
the Presidential party passed to their carriage, 
which soon rapidly drove off amid hat-raisings 
and shouts of * Viva el Presidente ! ' and ac- 
companied by the clatter of the escorting troop 
of cavalry. 

* I reckon us best be muving,' said Burch ; 
for in the midst of all the bustle Standen was 
looking shorewards apparently lost in thought. 
Though he yet felt the warm hand-clasp with 
which the Sefiorita had bidden him farewell, 
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after a hurried introduction to her father — of 
which the President took but little notice, so 
engrossed was he with meeting his daughter — 
Standen could not but be dolefully impressed 
with the state and magnificence which evidently 
surrounded the President of Boravia ; and the 
gulf between the Engineer-in-Chief and the 
President's daughter was only too wide, and 
only too plain. He started as Jan Burch 
addressed him, and looked about him for a 
moment in a dazed sort of way. 

Just then a big, stout, moist-looking indi- 
vidual in a suit of whites, and with a huge 
Panama straw hat on his head, came up to 
where Standen and Burch were. ' Mr. Standen, 
I think ? ' he said, with a broad, good-humoured 
smile on his expansive visage. * I am Wetherell 
— your second, you know. I thought one of us 
would be enough to come on board, and I did 
not encourage the whole crowd to come.' 

Standen was pleased with the good-natured 
face of his stout subordinate, and shook hands 
heartily with him, introducing Jan Burch at the 
same time. Wetherell could not make Jan out, 
for, though he was a bluff, honest-looking fellow 
there was nothing of the gentleman in Jan, and 
Wetherell was rather astonished at finding him 
upon such good terms with his chief 

* IVe got a tilbury waiting,* said Wetherell, 
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the greetings over, * and the sooner we get out 
of this boiling heat into the cool of the Quinta 
the better you will like it, I dare say — the 
better I shall like it, I know ; ' indeed Mr. 
Wetherell very evidently felt the heat, and 
his * whites,' which in the morning were a cool 
and seemly sight, as the day wore on became 
more and more limp, until, when the day s work 
was over, they were a sorry spectacle indeed. 
It was not long before, their luggage in charge 
of one of the Company's men in the Custom 
House, the three were driving through the 
broad Calle de la Darsena towards the Monte 
de la Capilla and the House of the Mangoes. 
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CHAPTER VII 

THE HOUSE OF THE MANGOES 

A LONG drive through the busy main streets of 
Santa Maria, glowing under the tropical sun 
and noisy with the passing to and fro of count- 
less conveyances, the rattle of tramcars and the 
cries of the negro vendors of various commo- 
dities, brought Standen and his companions at 
last to a quiet side street, whose pavements 
were fringed on either side with palm trees. 
The houses here were all private dwellings, and 
at the end of the street — a cul-de-sac — were 
huge wrought-iron gates of an ancient look, and 
flanked by pillars in solid time-defying masonry ; 
through the gates a wide avenue of palm trees 
was seen, leading apparently towards the dark 
tree-covered Monte de la Capilla, crowned with 
its ruined chapel. 

' Well, here we are at last,* said Wetherell, 
as the big gates swung open at their approach, 
and the tilbury was rapidly driven up the 
avenue. * I am almost melted, and I have a 
thirst on me of the value of many piastres.* 
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And indeed the stout engineer possessed a 
most expensive appetite for drinks, and was 
quite an authority on the fragrant subject of 
swizzles and cocktails. 

' Old Oliver the butler is a past master in 
drinks/ he went on, smacking his lips in 
anticipation. ' Tve been staying at the Quinta 
since Whirlow went home, but all my traps are 
gone back to my old diggings, and I shall leave 
you in sole charge. I shan't be Sorry either, 
for 'tis a bit dull all alone in this great house, 
as I expect you'll find ; it's more suited to a 
man with a wife and half a dozen youngsters. 
I am sorry the place is in such a muddle,* he 
went on, pointing to the scaffolding which 
disfigured the front of the house ; * but we did 
not expect you so soon, and the front is being 
cleaned and painted — it's nearly finished now.' 

Just then the tilbury drew up at the wide 
steps of the large two-storeyed, stone-built 
Quinta de los Mangos, a somewhat imposing- 
looking mansion, with wide verandahs running 
along the front on both the upper and the 
lower floors. 

A white-wooUed negro and a younger black 
servant were waiting at the bottom of the steps 
to receive Standen ; and an old negress, with a 
much younger black woman, were grinning a 
welcome at the top of the steps. 
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* There's your establishment, Mr. Standen/ 
said Wetherell, waving his hand towards the 
little group, * and they'll make you comfortable 
enough, you may be sure. Old Oliver has been 
butler here ever since the Company started, 
and the whole show is a family business, for 
the old woman is his wife, and the other two 
are their son and daughter. Nice and cool 
here,' he went on ; * you'll find it pleasant to get 
into this shady place after the glare and the heat 
of a day in the city.' 

'You'd better stop and have dinner with 
me,' said Standen ; * indeed, I hardly like to 
feel I am turning you out of the place.' 

* Not at all,' said Wetherell ; ' I like things 
a little lively, and I have comfortable quarters at 
the H6tel de Paris — been there, in fact, ever 
since I came out. But I will gladly stay with 
you for a bit, for there's a lot to be talked about, 
and we can go into matters over a cigar after 
dinner.' 

* Why, what has become of Burch ? ' said 
Standen. * He's a capital fellow, Mr. Wetherell — 
a bit rough, but as straight as a die. I've half 
a mind to get him to stay on here : he is a very 
unpresuming man, and I've got used to him.' 

* Well, you might do worse ; I don't suppose 
he'll expect to mingle with the aristocracy, for 
you will have to do a good deal of hospitality 
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and so forth ; one has to keep in with the 
fiscals/ 

* Oh, Jan Burch would never bother himself 
about that. It will be dull here alone, and I 
really think I will ask him ' 

Just then Burch came into the cool room, 
with its polished floor and somewhat scanty 
furnishings, followed by the old butler, who bore 
a tray of well-swizzled-up cocktails. 

' Well, sir,' said Jan, who had been seeing 
to the disposal of such light traps as they had 
brought with them from the steamer, * I reckon 
Vd better be looking after somewheers to put 
mezul ; pVeaps this gentleman 'd be kind enough 
to tell me wheer ' 

' I think you d better stay where you are, 
Burch,' said Standen with a smile, for there 
was a rueful look on Burch's face as he had 
turned to Wetherell : ' I shall want someone to 
look after things generally, and to be at hand, 
and there s plenty of room.' 

' Aw, sir,' interrupted Burch, a« broad smile 
lighting up his face ; ' 'tis what I should like 
well, but 'tidn't hardly vitty as the likes o' 
I ' 

* Nonsense, Jan,' said Standen ; * you go and 
fix it up with Oliver. I don't want to be here 
alone ; and it is quite as much to my advantage 
as it is to yours for me to have you here.* 
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And thus the matter was settled, and John 
Burch took up his abode at the Quinta, greatly 
to his content, for he had always had a liking 
for Standen, and was proud to think that his 
chief had such a regard for him. With the old 
butler s assistance he fixed upon two rooms at 
the extreme end of the Quinta as his abiding- 
place ; and here he settled down, having his 
meals brought to him by Oliver's son as a rule, 
though Standen, when he was alone, more often 
than not got Burch to join him, for he hated to 
be too much by himself. 

For the first few days Standen saw but little 
of Burch, for his time was very fully occupied 
in taking up the various threads of his work, 
and numbers of people officially connected with 
the Company in various ways called upon him, 
and invited him either to their own houses or 
to some restaurant or another, or dined at the 
Quinta, so that, save breakfast only, he scarcely 
had a meal in his house alone. 

Burch was soon put at the head of the labour 
department, and had plenty to do in looking 
after the wages bill and in generally superin- 
tending the large body of negroes employed 
both in the permanent works and on an exten- 
sion which was being carried out in one of the 
suburbs ; and so it came about that it was nearly 
ten days before Standen found himself dining 
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at home alone ; and then he sent for Burch to 
keep him company. 

* Well, Jan/ he said, as they were smoking 
a cigar in the verandah after dinner, ' I think 
I am getting the hang of things ; there is plenty 
to do — I don't seem to have had a moment to 
myself since we landed.' 

* Aw, yes, 'tis a big job, a lot bigger than 
Rosolio,' said Jan. Something of a tired sound 
in the tone of Burch's voice caused Standen to 
look at him with more than ordinary intent- 
ness. 

*Why, Jan,' he said, 'you're not looking 
yourself, man. I noticed you did not make 
much of a hand at your dinner too. What's 
the matter with you ? I hope you are not going 
in for fever or dysentery, eh ? ' 

* Naw, sir,' said Burch, * there idn't much 
amiss : I haven't been a slaping not so well as 
usual night-times.' 

* Mosquitoes been bothering you, I can see,' 
said Standen ; * they always do go for you light- 
coloured gentry.' 

* Tidn't only they muskitters,' said Jan, 
whose face bore evidence of the virulence and 
persistence of the attacks of these plagues of 
the tropics, * though they'm bad enough for 
certain ; naw, wmd's bin terrible high last two 
or three nights, and theer's a most curious 
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whisht kin' o' a noise in my rume whensoever 
as it blows hard/ 

* The jalousies are loose, I expect. You d 
better get one of the carpenters to come up and 
have a look round/ 

* 'Tidn't the windows/ said Jan, in a reflec- 
tive tone. * I can't mek up azackly what it is : 
seems to come in one of the cornders of the 
room.' 

* Well, Jan,' said Standen, * it won't do to 
have you knocked up ; you'd better do what I 
say, and get a carpenter to come and look into 
it, and, if he can't fix it up for you, there are 
plenty of other rooms in the house, and you 
must shift your quarters ' ; and he rose from his 
chair, and, throwing away the end of his cigar, 
he wished Jan good-night, and went to his own 
room. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

THE SECRET PASSAGE 

In all the whirl and press of his first few days 
at Santa Maria John Standen found himself 
continually thinking of the Seftorita — in fact, 
as soon as ever the business in hand, whatever 
it might be, was over, his mind naturally, and 
as a matter of course, reverted to Lois da Piera ; 
and he passed the greater part of such leisure 
and solitude as his busy life afforded him in 
going over again the conversations he had 
enjoyed with her on ship-board, in thinking of 
her many beauties of mind and body, and in 
devising all sorts of plans and possibilities in 
which the face and figure of the beautiful girl 
had the centre place, with John Standen in close 
attendance. As he went to and fro on his 
multifarious business engagements in the city 
he kept his eyes open, for he hoped to see her 
as she drove about the place, or perhaps even 
to have the good fortune to meet her walking 
in one or other of the principal streets. Once or 
twice his careful watching was rewarded by a 
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glimpse of his divinity as she drove rapidly by, 
and once he had received from her a bow and a 
sweet smile from the carriage. 

But all this was but poor satisfaction for the 
craving he had to look into her eyes again, to 
hear her speak, and to feel the warmth of her 
greeting as she pressed his hand. He was 
sitting idly over the breakfast-table on the morn- 
ing after he had noticed Burch's unaccustomed 
lassitude, and was wondering how he could 
compass a meeting with the Seiiorita, when 
someone knocked at his door, and in response 
to his *Come in,' John Burch opened the 
door. 

Standen was a little vexed at having the 
thread of his thoughts thus interrupted, and 
there was just a shade of annoyance in the tone 
in which he asked Burch what he wanted ; but 
he soon perceived that Burch was in such an 
agitated state of mind that he did not notice his 
chiefs rather cold reception. 

* I've a found out that theer curious rumbling 
kin' o' a noise in my rume, sir,' he said rather 
excitedly, as he carefully closed the door behind 
him, and advanced to the table where Standen 
was sitting. 

* Well, what is it, then, Burch ? ' said 
Standen, in not too interested a tone — ' win- 
dows, after all, I suppose ? ' 
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* Naw, sir, 'tidn't winders ; 'tis wan o* the 
most curiousest things as ever did beval, and I 
shouldn't wonder but what our fortunes be made 
by this yere gashly old noise.* 

* Why, man,' cried Standen, looking keenly 
into Burch's excited face, * what with the heat, 
or the sleeplessness, I verily believe you are 
half out of your mind.' 

' Naw, I beant,' said Jan sturdily ; * I be so 
sane as wan yere or theer.' 

'Well, well, go on with your story,' said 
Standen irritably. 

' Now, don't 'ee be put about wi' me, measter,' 
said Burch in a tone of apology, * but just hear- 
ken to what I be tellin' 'ee.' 

* You're a precious long time about it,' said 
Standen. Sit down, man, and get on with your 
tale.' 

' Well, sir, and axin' your pardon for dis- 
turbin' of you, 'tis like this yere : 'twas terrible 
starmy last night — the wind was blawin' hard, 
and as soon as I'd got under the muskitter nets 
that old buzzin' noise begun agin.' 

* Oh, bother the noise,' interrupted Standen ; 
* get a mason or a carpenter, or clear out of the 
room altogether.' 

'Aw, but — I've a found it out,' cried Burch 
with much excitement. ' I nipped out of bade 
pretty quick, and lighted up my lamp, and 
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sarched about the rume, Hstenin* yere and theer ; 
'twas in the cornder, as I told 'ee avore, behind 
an old press as is tight plumb to the wall ; 
blamed if I didn't think 'twas ghostesses, or 
pixies, or summat of that sart ; but 'tidn't, fay ; ' 
and he paused, much to the exasperation of his 
chief. * Well, sir,' he went on, * I muved thicky 
old press, and a tough job he were, for he's 
martal heavy ; and what dew you think as I 
found behind 'un ? ' 

* Rat holes,' said Standen sardonically. 

* Naw, sir,' said Burch, * I didn't find nothen 
at all.' 

* Oh, hang it all, Jan,' cried Standen, now 
really angry, and rising from his chair, * I can't 
stand this any longer — you must be out of your 
mind.' 

* Look 'ee here, sir, now do 'ee bide still a 
minute,' and Jan Burch rapidly went on, for he 
was afraid his chief would leave him ; ' I was 
leanin' agen the wall behind the press with my 
back tew the wall, a listening to the rumbling, 
and wonderin' whativer it could be ; I was a 
drummin' and a knackin' my heels agen the 
wall without a knowin' of it, when all of a sud- 
dint the wall give way behind me, and I vailed 
down, and catched mezul a most terrible clout 
'pin tap o' the back o' my head,' 

* What ? ' cried Standen, * the wall gave 
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way ? Why, that part of the house is built 
right into the side of the hill/ 

* So 'tis, sir, so 'tis, you'm right theer, and 
thase old monkish Jesuites as lived yere have 
a hollowed out a kin' o' passage way, and 'twas 
into thicky darksome place as I vailed, and got 
a lump so big's a pigeon's aig,' and Jan rubbed 
the afflicted part ruefully. 

* Well, and where does this mysterious 
passage lead to ? A way to the chapel on the 
top of the hill, I expect,' said Standen, not 
particularly interested, and looking at his watch. 
' ril tell you what, Jan, when we have time 
we will explore the place ' 

* Sir,' interrupted Burch in solemn tones, 
' theer' s more in that theer passage than you 
thinks on. I told wi' old Oliver about this 
yere noise, and theer' s an old noration among 
the naygurs as thase Jesuites was turned 
suddint out of the country a many years agone, 
and that all the treasures and riches o' mun is 
hid in thicky hill behind the Quinta.' 

' My dear Jan, if that were the case you 
may be certain that there would have been 
scores of people after the treasures long before 
now.' 

'And so theer hev, so theer hev, scores o' 
mun, as yew say ; why, sir, Oliver says as the 
Government have had a shot at it, and spent 
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hunderds o' pounds a digging yere and theer 
in the sides o' the hill/ 

* Well, that certainly looks more promising/ 
said Standen with a laugh ; * well have a turn 
at your secret passage without a doubt ; and 
perhaps we shall light upon this treasure after 
all/ 

* I dew belave as I ve disci vered what 
they've a bin a diggin' an' a delvin' at for 
years 'pin years,' said Jan with the same 
solemnity. 

* Don't you get that idea too firmly fixed in 
your mind, Jan, for there's just a chance of 
madness lying that way, and I feel pretty 
certain you'll be disappointed. First of all, I 
expect the passage does lead to the Chapel.' 

* Naw, sir ; it don't go oop same way as 
'twould if 'twas goin' towards the tap o' the 
hill,' interrupted Burch. * I vollered un for 
some way ; it goes sart o' round the hill like ; 
but 'twas a whisht job all alone theer, and the 
knack I got 'pin my head made me kinder 
dazed like, so I didn't go vurry far. I putt 
back the old press when that I came out, and 
leaved the oppening partways oppen.' 

' What sort of an opening was it ? You 
did not tell me that,' said Standen. 

* A most 'mazin' heavy door it is ; it cooms 
flush wi' the wall, and is pented zo as you 
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couldn't see no differ. I reckon I must hev 
kicked 'pin a spring o' some sart or another.' 

* Well, it's very interesting,' mused Standen ; 
* there may be something in this treasure busi- 
ness after all. Of course you'll keep a quiet 
tongue about it, Jan, and we'll have a grand 
exploration to-night when Oliver and his 
interesting family are gone. We shall have 
the place to ourselves.' 

' I thought o' that,' said Jan ; * 'tis a gude 
job the naygurs live in their own huts. I'll be 
ready, sir, you may depend ; and here's wishin' 
us the luck to find the treasures. My ivers! 
aw'U make a leady of Meary Ferryman if so be 
us does get a holt o' these riches,' and Burch 
went about his business, leaving his chief in 
sooth with something to think about. Standen 
laughed at his own folly as Burch' s last remark 
brought the Sefiorita to his mind, and as the idea 
came into his head that the treasure — if there 
were any treasure, and if they found it — might 
mean something to him and his beautiful adored 
one. 

* Pshaw ! ' he said to himself, * it is all non- 
sense.' 

But in spite of this, the thought of the 
treasures of the Jesuits haunted him all the day, 
and he found himself looking forward to the 
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hour when the Quinta would be deserted by 
everyone save himself and his faithful hench- 
man, and they could, without any fear of inter- 
ruption, go into this mystery which Jan Burch 
had lighted on. 
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CHAPTER IX 

A DEADLY TRAP 

As for John Burch, he was a man of a most 
sanguine and cheerful disposition, and he never 
doubted for one moment but that he was on 
the way to fortune. He longed for the night 
to come, and found great difficulty in concen- 
trating his mind on his business ; for through 
all the concerns of the day's work visions of 
his beloved Mary clothed in purple and fine 
linen, and bedecked with shining gems, came 
before his eyes, and he thought longingly of the 
little village on the hill-top in far-away Devon, 
where his father and mother were wearing out 
the ends of their days in such comfort as their 
only son s kindness could provide for them, and 
where the faithful Mary was waiting the blessed 
time when her Jan should come home from 
* furrin parts ' and settle down on the little farm 
which had been the home of the Burches for so 
many generations. As it happened, Standen 
had no engagement that night, and when he 
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got home to the Quinta from the city he sent 
Oliver to ask Burch to join him at dinner. 

Of course the master and man said nothing 
about what was so fully occupying both their 
minds, for the old butler and his son were in 
and out of the room continually during the 
progress of the meal. But when the dinner 
was over and Oliver had departed into the back 
regions, leaving the coffee and cigars and 
liqueurs on the verandah, Standen and Jan 
Burch discussed their plans of operations in low 
tones over their after-dinner cigars. 

* I be glad for tew see, sir, as yew ain't a 
laughing at it all, now,* said Jan. You may 
depend theer*s summat in it, or else all these 
volks wouldn't a spent theer money in so much 
digging. Why, Oliver tells me the old mountain 
is praperly riddled wi' adits and holes as they've 
a prospected arter thase treasures.' 

* I do begin to think there's something in 
it, Jan,' said Standen ; * but that's no reason 
why you should have hit upon the way to the 
treasure ; you're so cocksure about it that I'm 
afraid you'll be the more disappointed.' 

* Us be goin' to find the treasure, that I 
knaw,' said Jan. * I've got a kin' o' feeling 
about it as meks me sartain zure.' 

* I've had that kind of feeling once or twice 
in my life myself,' said Standen, * but nothing 
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ever came of it. Well, there goes the little 
nightly procession/ he added, leaning forward 
and looking over the verandah — * Oliver and 
Mrs. Oliver and the hopeful progeny.' 

' Well — what do you say, Jan ? Shall 
we set about our darksome deeds .^ Upon 
my word, there's a sort of burglarious flavour 
about the whole thing that I don't half like ; 
not that I really think anything will come 
of it.' 

* I've thought o' that mezul,' said Jan medi- 
tatively ; * us Burches have alius been honest 
volk, and I shouldn't mar nor meddle in anything 
as ain't straight ; but I looks at it this way — 'tis 
a most 'mazin' long time since this old treasure 
was putt away ; it don't belang to nobody, for 
these Jesuites they did play oop sich capers in 
them old times that they was praperly shunted 
out o' the country, and all their goods was con- 
fuscated by the Government ' 

*Ay, there's the rub,' said Standen; 'for 
the treasure really belongs to the Government.' 

'Which?' asked Jan. 'Why, theer's bin 
a mort o' Governments since they times ; and if 
they was all to claim it there'd be vine old pick- 
ings for the lawyers. No, "findin's keepins," 
that's my motter in this little old job, and if so 
be as us dew vind the stuff, and anybody can 
claim it, well, let 'em — they've a got to get a hold 
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o' it, and I shan't let go, and I reckon yew won't 
nayther, measter ? ' 

* Tm sure I don't know what to think about 
it,' mused Standen ; ' but upon my word we are 
a pair of fools ; we've got to find the treasure 
first, and, as the Scotch say, I ** hae ma doots " 
about that self-same treasure,' and with that 
Standen rose from his rocking chair, and, taking 
a lamp, he preceded Burch to the far endT)f the 
building, where Jan's rooms were, and where 
was the entrance into the mysterious passage. 

' I wish the wind was ooup, so as you 
might hear the old rumbling noise, but 'tis all 
quiet now,' said Burch as they came into the 
room. 

* I'll sune muve the old press,' he went on ; 
and, Standen lending a hand, the heavy ancient 
piece of furniture was quickly moved from the 
wall, and the strange doorway, slightly ajar, was 
disclosed to view. 

* Here, wait a minute ! ' cried Standen, as 
Jan impatiently swung open the massive door 
and stepped into the passage. * We should be in a 
pretty case if by any means the door swung back, 
and we got shut in. I've no desire, treasure or no 
treasure, to be boxed up in the hill to die of 
slow starvation.' 

All the time he was speaking Standen was 
carefully examining the bottom of the door, to 
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find out where was the spring that Burch had 
unwittingly hit upon. 

* Ah, here's the contrivance,' he said at last ; 
*it's plain enough in the inside, though Til defy 
anyone to discover it on the room side. We 
can't be shut in now, Jan. Here's a sort of metal 
button ; you push that and the trick is done.' 

* I'll stop in the passage, and shet tew the 
door, and oppen 'unfor yew, so's to mek sure,' 
said Jan, suiting the action to the word. 

* Stop ! you idiot ! ' cried Standen, pushing 
against him and preventing him from shutting 
the door : * I haven't found the room side of 
the spring yet, and you'd look foolish if you 
were shut in and couldn't get out. 

Jan Burch muttered something or other im- 
patiently, for he was all hurry to get to the 
treasure, which he seemed to think was close 
at hand ; however, he waited while Standen 
took the bearings of the spring on the passage 
side, and marked with his pencil the exact spot 
on the room side. 

* All right, I've got it now,' he said. * You 
can shut yourself in now, Burch. No, stay ! 
you'd better come out, and we'll open the door 
from inside the room.' 

* Well, sir, I reckon as yew knaws best,' said 
Jan unwillingly ; * but suppose if us can't oppen 
the door agen ? ' 
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* Oh, come out, man,' said Standen ; * I don't 
want to run any risks/ 

Jan came out of the passage, and shut the 
door behind him, and Standen pressed on the 
marked place on the door, which opened and 
gave way at the least pressure. * 

' Well, that's all right, Jan,' said Standen ; 

* and now we can go on, and load up with Mary's 
diamonds and sapphires, &c.' 

Jan gave a grin, and went on first into the 
dark passage, Standen following with the lantern. 

* He endeth at this end,' said Jan, looking 
to the right of him, * but he goeth on vine 
t'other way.' 

'There's a nice mouldy smell about the 
place,' said Standen, sniffing at the dank air ; * it 
smells like a damp church with plenty of vaults 
underneath the floor.' 

* Must a tooked a mort o' labour to hollow 
out thase old passage out o' the rock,' said Burch, 
as he went quickly on in front. 

* Be careful how you go,' said Standen. 

* Wait for the light, man ; you don't know what 
pits or holes may be in front of you.' 

' There idn't no pits, measter,' said Jan ; * 'tis 
all paved with slabs o' stone so broad as a man 
can stretch pretty nigh.' 

But he paused in obedience to his chief's 
words, and waited till Standen came up to him. 
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* On we goes agen,' he cried cheerfully. 

But these were the last words he uttered, 
for, as he stepped upon the next wide flag, the 
broad stone gave way beneath him, and, to 
Standen's infinite horror, his companion, with 
a cry of dismay, suddenly disappeared, while 
the flag which had given way under his weight 
slowly came back into its place. 

Standen gazed stupidly in speechless miser)'^ 
at the treacherous stone for a moment or two, 
until his senses came back to him, and he 
braced up his mind to face the terrible 
calamity. 
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CHAPTER X 

AT THE BOTTOM OF THE PIT 

* My God ! * cried Standen to himself, * the poor 
fellow is without doubt killed : what a hellish 
trap ! ' and, putting down the lantern by his side, 
he laid himself face downwards, with his body 
on the firm flags they had passed over, and 
pushed, with all the force he could muster in 
such a cramped position, on the treacherous 
flag ; it was, however, a heavy stone, and 
wanted more weight than he could bring to 
bear in that way to move it more than an inch 
or two. 

After a minute or two vainly spent in trying 
to force the flagstone open, Standen rose to his 
feet, determined to call up the two negroes to 
help him, and, leaving his handkerchief upon the 
flag to mark its position, he took the lantern 
and ran back to the doorway, trying to think of 
some way by which he could get at the body of 
his friend and follower. 

Suddenly the thought of the scaffolding 
which was now waiting removal at the side of 
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the Quinta came into his mind, and he thought 
that with the help of the ropes and a plank he 
might be able to get at Burch — if he was to be 
got at all — by himself, and so save time, for 
the negroes' huts were some little way off ; and 
in a very short time he was on his way back to 
the fatal passage, staggering under the weight 
of two short planks, and with a great coil of 
stout scaffolding-rope slung round his neck. 
When Stan den got to the flag he carefully 
placed the longer of the two planks across it, 
and, standing on the sort of bridge he had thus 
made, he found he had strength and purchase 
enough to move the flagstone, which slowly 
swung back on his pressure, and disclosed a 
deep and darksome hole, with apparently smooth 
sides. Keeping the flagstone open downwards 
with much exertion, he called out to his friend, 
* Jan ! Jan ! Jan Burch ! * he cried, ' can't you 
hear me, Burch ? Oh God ! poor fellow, he's 
dead, he's dead ! ' said Standen sorrowfully, as 
not a sound was heard, and the pit yawned 
black and silent and threatening beneath him. 

There was considerable pressure with the 
flagstone, which was persistently forcing its way 
back into its place, and it took Standen all his 
strength to keep the hole opened while he cried 
out to Burch. 

It was for this emergency that he had 
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burdened himself with the second and the 
shorter of the two planks. The swivel upon 
which the flag worked was at the side nearest 
the way the two had come, and the whole con- 
cern was so contrived that the weight of the 
stone itself brought it back into its original 
position as soon as the unhappy victim of the 
infernal trap had gone down into the depths 
below, and the pressure was thus removed. 
Standing upon his improvised bridge, and with 
the shorter plank handy to his grasp, Standen 
with great difficulty forced the heavy stone 
downwards again, and, whilst it was slowly 
coming back to its place, and before it got 
equal with the surrounding flagstones, he seized 
upon the shorter plank and tried to jam it in 
between the ascending flagstone and the stone 
next to it. At first he was unsuccessful, and 
the returning stone was too quick for him, but 
with the courage and persistence of desperation 
he tried again and again, until his arms ached 
with the terrible strain. At last, however, he 
was in his turn too quick for the stone, and, 
with a cry of delight, he got his short plank in 
between the two stones, and the revolving flag 
was kept in its downward position by the 
timber. All the time Standen was thus strain- 
ing every nerve to get at John Burch not a , 
sound was heard save the pantings and the 
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muttered exclamations of his strenuous exer- 
tions : all was silent in the yawning narrow pit, 
and Standen had no hope but to recover the 
body of his companion. He waited a moment 
to see if the stone would keep in its place, and 
then used more and more force to try the 
stability of his preventing wedge. Everything 
seemed to be perfectly secure, and there was 
apparently no danger of the plank giving way 
and the stone revolving back once again. 
Satisfied as to this, Standen quickly fastened 
one end of the long coil of rope around the 
longer plank, and, placing this plank across the 
hole and close to the far side, so that he might 
guide and help his descent with the wall of the 
pit, he let the rope go down, and, tying the 
lantern round his neck with his handkerchief 
so that it hung down in front, he carefully let 
himself down, and descended hand over hand, 
the wall giving him some slight help, and 
lessening the strain, for the mason s work, after 
the first foot or two, was of a rough order, and 
he could rest from time to time with his feet 
upon one or other of the slight projections. 
He was at first afraid lest his rope should give 
out before he got to the bottom of the narrow 
pit, but luckily there was length enough ; yet, 
spite of this, he soon began to fear lest, after all, 
he should fail to reach his companion, for the 
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lantern began to burn dimly, and the air became 
so foul that he could scarcely breathe. But 
the light still held out, and, though faint, 
Standen was just able to bear the strain, and 
at last, and with a relief which seemed to give 
him new vigour, he stood upon the bottom of 
the Jesuits* trap. 

Burch*s body was lying huddled up upon 
a heap of bones in the middle of the floor, 
and with but faint hope and a beating 
heart, Standen flashed the lantern in his face. 
Burch*s eyes were closed, and his ruddy face 
was wan and white as his friend looked at 
him. 

* Thank God,* he cried out loud at last, as 
he gazed, for he soon saw that the man was 
plainly breathing, and, whatever injuries he may 
have sustained, he was still alive. 

* Burch ! Jan ! * called out Standen, his voice 
sounding strangely weird and hollow in the 
deep and narrow mantrap. ' It's all right, 
man, rouse yourself, and let's get out of this 
horrible pit.' 

But no sound came from Burch; his eyes 
still remained closed, and Standen thought 
he must be dying. He quickly felt over his 
limbs, but the heap of bones had eased his 
fall, and arms and legs were sound. And as 
Standen was despairingly looking at him a sigh 
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upheaved Burch s chest, and his eyes opened 
and blinked in the lantern light. 

* Wheer be I ? ' he said in a faint voice. * I 
reckon I be daid ; vailed down intew a pit* 

* Thank God, old man, you're alive enough. 
I can't tell you what a relief it is to hear you 
speak ; " failed " down into a pit, however, you 
certainly have, and how to get you out is more 
than I can tell.' 

' Aw lor, aw lor, I seem as if all my bones 
was broked abroad,' groaned Burch, as he tried 
to rise. 

* I tell you what it is, man,' said Standen, 

* you must let me leave you here for a minute 
or two while I go back into the house and get 
some brandy for you : your limbs are sound 
enough, but 'tis a miracle you're alive.' 

* Don't 'ee lave me, sir,' said Jan plaintively ; 

* I'll be better sune. I can't hardly breathe in 
this stinkin' old hole.' 

* The sooner you get out of it the better, 
then,' said Standen ; *now you wait here while 
I shin up this rope. I'll be back again in a 
minute,' and, not waiting to hear any more 
beseechings from Burch, Standen quickly 
climbed up the rope, helping himself by the wall, 
and in a very short time he returned with a flask 
of brandy. 

Two or three sips soon put new life into the 
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shaken man, and he sat up and began to look 
about him. 

* My ivers/ he cried, as he saw the couch 
upon which he had been reclining, * 'tis skeling- 
tins ! Tve a vailed 'pin a hape of dead 
volkses ! ' 

'And a good thing for you, Jan,' said 
Standen ; * for you would certainly have been a 
** dead volk " yourself if it had not been for this 
terrible heap of bones.' 

The horror of his position had almost as 
much effect on Jan as the brandy, and gave 
him such a keen desire to get out of the dread- 
ful place that he actually stood up and staggered 
away from where he had been lying, and leaned 
panting against the wall, gazing down with an 
awed look upon the ghastly remains before him. 
As Standen looked down with something of the 
same horrified expression, he saw, a little space 
away from the heap, and as if it had been jerked 
away — possibly by Jan's fall — the skeleton of a 
hand, and, loosely held in it, a narrow metal roll, 
like a modern map case. Standen stooped 
forward and took up the case, and put it away 
in his pocket. 

* I wouldn't touch the gashly old thing,' said 
Burch with a shudder. 

* Nonsense, man, don't be so superstitious, '^ 
said Standen grimly. * I'm going to have some- 
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thing for all this work and worry. Now, Jan/ 
he went on, * take another sip of the flask, and 
see what you can do towards getting out. I feel 
I shall be stifled if I stay here much longer.' 

With great difficulty and with the exertion 
of much strength, Standen at last succeeded in 
getting John Burch to the top of the dreadful 
pit, though more than once he thought he must 
give way under the strain. He got John to grasp 
hold of the* rope first, and, although the poor 
fellow did all he could to help himself, Standen 
had almost more than he could do to gradually 
push him up the sheer and narrow place, and if 
it had not been for the roughness of the wall 
he could not have succeeded. 

However, at last, with a deep sigh of relief, 
Standen got him to the mouth of the pit, and 
with his left arm round the plank, he forced him 
over the side, and soon saw Burch sink down 
on the flags, worn out with the pain and exertion 
of his difficult ascent, but alive and to all appear- 
ances not very seriously injured by his perilous 
adventure. 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE METAL ROLL 

' Do you think you can manage, with my help, 
to get back to your room, Jan ? * asked 
Standen, as Burch looked up at him in a 
sort of dumb distress ; * youVe a bit too 
heavy for me to carry, but Til call Oliver if 
you can t help yourself/ 

* Naw, naw, don't *ee call no one,' said 
Burch, in a low weak tone of voice, as he tried 
to rise from the flagged passage-way ; * us don't 
want no one else in thase old job/ And with 
Standen's aid he managed with great difficulty 
to struggle to his feet, and, supported by his 
companion, he at last got into his room, and 
sank exhausted on his bed. 

* Now, this won't do at all, Burch,' said 
Standen, as he looked down on him ; * you're 
more hurt than you think, and I shall send off 
Oliver for a doctor at once.' 

' Don't 'ee dew naw sich a thing, sir,' said 
Burch feebly. * I tell 'ee I shall be all right 
enough to-morrow ; there bean't no bones 
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a broked as I can mek out ; *tes the shaking, 
and the air, and they old skelingtins/ 

'Well, ril help you off with your clothes 
and into your pyjamas, and then we'll see how 
you are,' and, suiting the action to the word, 
John Burch at last, and with some groaning, 
for he was very sore and stiff, was laid in his 
bed, and the mosquito nets comfortably drawn 
around him. 

Standen left all the paraphernalia of planks 
and ropes in the passage, and, after carefully 
closing the doorway, he moved the press back 
into its place, and came over and had a look at 
his friend. 

Burch was evidently much exhausted, for, 
in spite of the noise Standen had made in 
moving the heavy press, he had sunk into a 
deep sleep, and was breathing quietly and 
regularly. Standen muttered a word or two 
of thankfulness as he looked at him, and, feel- 
ing utterly worn out himself, he went to his 
own quarters, inwardly determined to leave the 
Jesuits and their shadowy treasures severely 
alone for the future. 

But in this resolve he reckoned without 
John Burch, who was of a stolid, not to say 
obstinate, disposition, and not to be turned 
from his purpose by a few bruises and strains, 
however severe these might be. As soon as 
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he awoke, Standen hastily dressed and went 
over to Burch's room, in some considerable 
anxiety as to the state he should find him in. 
Burch was still sleeping, to Standen' s great 
relief, but as he was softly moving towards 
the door, determined to let him have his sleep 
well out, Burch woke up with a start and a 
quick groan. 

' Aw, lor, 'tis yew, sir,' he said, with an air 
of relief. 'I've a dramed the most terrible 
drames, sure enough ; all gold and jools and 
skelingtins. My ivers ! ' he went on, as he 
tried to rise in his bed, * I be most 'mazin' stiff 
and sore, to be zure : I can't hardly muve.' 

' I'm only too glad that it is nothing worse, 
Jan,' said Standen ; * you've had a narrow 
squeak of it, man, and I should think you've 
had enough of treasure-hunting to last you for 
the term of your natural life.' 

* Naw, sir,' replied Jan, as he sank back on 
his pillow, * I bean't a goin' to be bate by they 
durned old wicked prastes. They've most a 
done for me, 'tes trew, and so soon as I can 
muvevitty I'll hev their old treasure, so zure as 
my name's Jan Burch.' 

'Well, what you want now is a doctor,' 
replied Standen, with a smile at Jan's deter- 
mined air of rancour. 

* Ef you'll excuse me mekking so bold, and 
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if yew'll give me a helpin' hand, I reckon as us 
can dew wi'out no doctors. I haven't niver 
tooked none of their trade so fur, and I sim 
'tis nothen but a bruise, after all : plase God, 
I feels well enough in mezul, and terrible 
hungry, too.' 

* Fm more than delighted to hear it, said 
Standen, as he drew back the mosquito nets, 
and helped Jan to rise : and by degrees and 
with a considerable amount of flinching, and 
some far from complimentary remarks on Jan's 
part regarding the murdering ways of the 
* Jesuites,' as he called them, Burch was up and 
dressed and able to walk, though very stiffly, 
to Standen's quarters, where the evident gusto 
with which he satisfied a more than ordinarily 
keen appetite showed that, after all, a few days 
would find him as well as ever he was. 

As soon as Oliver had departed with the 
debris of the breakfast the two discussed their 
last night's adventure from every point of view, 
and Standen soon found that Burch was quite 
determined to go on with the affair. 

* Why, sir,' he exclaimed, *'tes sartain zure 
as the treasure is theer : there must be some- 
thing worth guarding, else they wouldn't hev 
concocted that gashly old death-trap. Other 
volkses hev a bin arter the money as well as 
we, you may depend, for theer was more than 
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wan or tew skelingtinsas I dropped 'pin. I bean't 
no veather-weight, and I should ha been 
broked all abroad if so be as theer hadn't a bin 
a reg'lar mort o' old bones as I vailed on.' 

*Why, upon my soul,' cried Standen, as 
Burch ceased speaking ; ' there's the case ! ' 

' Case ? ' queried Jan, with a puzzled air. 

' Yes, man, no wonder I forgot it, for you 
forgot it yourself — the roll I picked up at the 
bottom of the pit. It's in the pocket of the old 
coat I had on last night, and by the same token 
our clothes must be in a nice state of mess. 
Oliver will be wondering what we've been up 
to ; however, it is nothing but dust and so forth, 
and that can soon be put straight. I'll go and 
get the case now, and I'll get over to your 
room at the same time and give your clothes a 
brush-up to make sure. Now you sit still and 
go on with your pipe,' Standen went on, as 
Burch stiffly rose. * If we are going on with this 
affair we had better, as you say, keep it to our- 
selves, and I don't want the servants to suspect 
anything. If they see the pretty state of our 
clothes they certainly will think something or 
other is up,' and, with that, Standen left Burch 
to muse over the whole affair, and to wonder 
what the metal roll might contain, while from 
time to time he felt over his bones to see 



82 The President of Boravia 

whether anything was ' broked abroad ' after all, 
for his stiffness and soreness seemed to increase 
as the time wore on. 

It was not long before Standen returned. 

* Its all right,' he said, as he sat down in a 
rocking chair beside Jan Burch ; * nobody has 
been either in my room or yours, and there's 
nothing to call for remark in either your or my 
garments now, though they were dirty and 
dusty enough.' 

' 'Tes a job as I ought to have done,' said 
Jan, with his eyes glued upon the small roll which 
Standen held in his hand. 

* It's as much as you will be able to do to sit 
quietly and get rid of your bruises for the next 
three or four days, or I'm mistaken,' said Standen 
as he marked the stiffness with which Burch 
moved. ' I don't know either,' he went on, 
* how you are going to explain your crippled 
state. In fact, you had better give up until you 
can move about easily ; you can let Oliver think 
it is an attack of rheumatism.' 

Burch was not attending very much to what 
his chief was saying, for his mind was too 
fully occupied with the roll of metal which 
Standen held, and with which he was carelessly 
punctuating his remarks. 

* Bean't 'ee going to oppen it ? ' he asked at 
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last eagerly, unable to bear the strain of suspense 
any longer. 

'Well, Jan,' said Standen, 'since it nearly 
cost you your life, and is all we have got for our 
pains, I think you certainly have a right to 
know what is inside : it looks like a map case 
or something of that sort. However, we shall 
soon find out. It's none so easy to open, after 
all,' he went on, as he wrenched away at the 
top of the case ; * got rusted in — it is a tough 

job; 

* Give me yere,' cried Burch, eagerly 
stretching out his hand ; * I reckon my hands are 
a bit more useder to heavy work nor yours ; no 
offence. ' 

Standen, after a final tug at the top of the 
round metal cylinder, handed it over to Burch, 
who seized upon it, and tugged and wrenched 
away in his turn. 

* Blame take the old thing ! ' he cried at last ; 
' if I wadn t so stiff and sore Td oppen he quick 
enough, but I can't get no purchase o' mun ; ' and 
with that he gave a mighty twist with his right 
hand, holding the roll in his left. By some means 
or another, the cylinder flew out of his hands and 
came with considerable force against the wall 
of the room. 

* You're about as clever as I am,' said 
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Standen laughing, as he rose and picked up 
the tube. * By Jove, though, I believe 
you ve done the trick after all,' he cried, as he 
looked at the roll carefully, and, giving another 
wrench to the top, at last, loosened by the fall, it 
came off, and the contents of the metal tube 
were disclosed to view. 



85 



CHAPTER XII 

THE TREASURES OF THE JESUITS 

There was a moment of suspense as Standen 
drew out from the metal case a roll of parchment 
which was somewhat tightly jammed in, and had 
to be taken out with much care. Burch was in- 
tently looking on, and a sigh of disappointment 
escaped him as, after extracting the roll of 
parchment, Standen turned the case upside 
down, and shook it to see if there was anything 
else in it. 

* Nothen but a lot of oldpeapers, seemingly,' 
said Burch. 

' What did you expect, Jan ? ' said Standen, 
as he carefully unrolled the document ; * a few 
diamonds, and a nugget or two, eh ? I think you 
will find that this paper is worth a good many of 
those desirable commodities ; that is to say, if it 
turns out to be what I expect it is.* 

* Ah ! * he went on, as he rapidly scanned the 
crabbed and difficult writing. * By George, Jan ! 
weVe struck oil this time, unless I am very 
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much mistaken. Don't speak, and I'll read the 
whole thing to you when I've deciphered it.' 

This deciphering was no easy task, and 
took more time than Burch could put up with 
quietly, and he rose stiffly and hobbled about 
the room in great excitement, which was 
increased by the exclamations of astonishment 
with which Standen liberally punctuated his 
reading. 

At last he put down the roll of parchment 
on his knees and looked at Burch — who had 
come over to him, and was hungrily gazing at 
the roll — with a sort of far-away air, almost as 
if he did not see him. 

' Aw, sir, now do 'ee tell me what's in the 
peaper,' cried Burch, unable to bear the suspense- 

' My dear Jan,' said Standen solemnly, * it's 

the most extraordinary Why, man, the 

whole box of tricks is here in this roll ; the history 
of the treasure, a list — and such a list — of the 
valuables, and a plan of the galleries ' 

* Aw, glory be,' cried Jan ; * our fortins be 
made, zure enough ! ' 

* Don't you be so sure, Burch,' said Standen : 
* we're only at the beginning of the affair, and, 
even if this paper is all right, when we get to the 
place we may find nothing at all, or perhaps a 
lot of empty boxes.' 

' Naw, naw, don't 'ee think that, sir ! ' said 
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Burch, shaking his head ; ' they volks as hev 
made the holes and adits in the old hill would 
surely hev knawed if so be as the treasure was 
found. Plase tew read un out, sir/ 

* It*s written in a crabbed hand, and in old 
Spanish, and I can't make it all out in a minute ; 
but here goes. ' 

And with many pauses and discussions on 
the meaning of various words, Standen read 
out the document : 

Letter from Padre Pedro Ferinito his son Jodo. 

* " At twenty years you are to follow the 
profession of arms, not only because it is the 
inheritance of your ancestors, but because I 
gave honourable services to Italy, which is my 
country. 

' ** The treasures accumulated to-day amount 
to 210,000 Portuguese contas, not reckoning a 
diamond weighing 24 octavas. In this letter 
you will see the plan of the Monte de la 
Capilla : the interior is protected by a deep 
ditch, which makes an abyss to all the entrances 
which surround the hill. In the treasure 
chamber are columns of stone to which are 
secured the boxes of gold in powder : on to the 
centre column is secured a silver box with 
jewels ; and underneath the earth by the centre 
column, at a depth of three feet, will be found 
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buried i io,cxx) contas of reis, the Holy Apostles 
in silver, St Ignacio and other ornaments of 
the convent My son, your mother belonged 
to the noble family of Sorelli, and she died 
walled up in the subterranean passages of the 
convent " ' 

*Aw, lor, the wickedness of them old 
times ! ' cried Burch, interrupting the reading ; 
' but p'reaps her was daid avore they walled 
her up ; but I axes pardon ; do 'ee go on, sir/ 

' ** Passages of the convent," ' repeated Stan- 
den. ' " You have been educated at the expense 
of the Society,'*' he went on, * '* and as soon as 
you arrive at a proper age, go and discover the 
arms of your family. Perhaps this criminal step 
taken by your father will be the curse of your 
life. Your father belongs to the noble family 
of Ferini, and I have been at the hard 
necessity of changing my name, and joining 
. the Society of Jesus, to escape the persecutions 
I suffered from the Government of my country, 
on account of political troubles. I was sent on 
a commission as a visitor of the Society to the 
kingdom of Boravia, and I was afterwards 
appointed chief of the Society there. In 
Florence will be found the palace of your 
fathers ; and you will find in the Sala of the 
Reception, on the right-hand corner of the 
entrance, and three inches from the corner of 
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the angle, a false door or sliding panel, inside 
which you will find a strong box with all the 
likenesses and jewels of my family, and docu- 
ments which will enable you to claim your 
rights. With regard to the titles and wealth 
confiscated by the Government, if any day you 
go to Italy, do not claim them, or ask any 
favours of them, as they are all proud people 
and untrustworthy. Listen to the counsels of 
your father and your friend." ' ^ 

*'M,' murmured Standen, pausing in his 
reading, * that's the end of his letter : he seems 
to have been a nice old boy, what with his 
political troubles and his walled-up nuns ' 

* I don't see as weVe got any forrarder in 
regards to this yere treasure, so fur,' said Burch 
rather despondently. 

' Wait a bit, Jan,' said Standen, taking up 
the parchment again ; * that is only the over- 
ture ; the music of the opera now begins. Here 
follows a list of the treasures, and it will make 
your mouth water, Burch : 

* *' Our treasures are walled up and doubly 
walled up, and no profane person can get at 
them without serious risk to his life." ' 



' We may here note that inquiries were made in Florence by 
Sir John Standen at the King of Boravia's request, and it was 
found that the family of Ferini had long been extinct, and no 
traces of their palace could be discovered. — [Author.] 
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* Trew, trew,' interrupted Jan, and with a 
wry grimace ; ' thicky old praste be right theer, 
zure enough ; a praper risk tew. Why, if it 
hadn't a been for thicky old skelingtins Jan 
Burch would hev been corpsed, treasure or no 
treasure. I reckon as you've a saved my life, 
sir, and I don't forget they things.' 

' Nonsense, Jan ; do let me get on with this 
job, or we shall never get to the bottom of it,' 
and Standen went on reading. 

' *' The treasure is enclosed in coffers, as de- 
clared in the Secret Book, as also the secret of 
the coffers. It was decided by the majority, in 
order to save the coffers, to convey them to the 
treasure chamber in the base of Monte de la 
Capilla, and to render the galleries leading to 
the chamber impenetrable except to him who 
holds the plan. The secret of the galleries is 
here, and belongs only to the three first of the 
Superior Grade of the Society, We have been 
driven out of the country, and we must leave 
the treasures which have been gathered for 
three hundred years in safety until we can return 
and get them ; they are the power of the Society, 
and we will sacrifice our lives to save them. 
Here follows the list : 

' *' Three thousand arrobas of gold in 
powder. 

* ** Two hundred and fifty thousand crusadas 
in gold. 
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* *' One image in gold weighing 220 arrobas. 
One diamond of 24 octavas, beyond value. A 
crown of gold. 

* ** Two hundred and sixty thousand crusadas 
in gold. The Ceylon ruby, besides the contas 
of reis, the Holy Apostles in silver, and the 
other ornaments of the Convent*' 

* Well, Jan,' said Standen, as he put down 
the parchment, ' that finishes the ** noration," as 
you call it, and a more extraordinary document, 
I take it, has seldom come into the hands of man. 
We've wasted very nearly a whole morning over 
it, anyhow.' 

* Wasted ! ' cried Burch indignantly, ' why, 
sir, surely you don't mean what you'm a sayin' ; 
by the dockiment hisself theer's thousands 'pin 
thousands in it.' 

* Personally I've too much respect for the 
Society to suppose that all this treasure is left 
to waste its sweetness on the desert air of the 
treasure chamber, and I expect, as I said before, 
that if we go on with the job we shall be 
employed on a fool's errand, and meet again 
with some such misfortune as overtook you, 
Jan; and perhaps we shall not be so lucky 
another time. Anyhow, I must go down to the 
office,' and Standen rose to depart. 

' You don't mane as you won't go on no 
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furder/ said Jan Burch anxiously; *and arter 
all as I've gone through/ 

* Well, we can't do anything until you are 
able to move about a little more freely, and in 
the meantime here's the plan, and you can study 
it at your leisure. There must be other nasty 
pitfalls in the way, else why did the skeletons 
you lighted on get into that loathsome death- 
trap ? ' 

' Us'U muve along a little more cautious- 
like,' said Burch, as he took the parchment from 
Standen, who left him to nurse his sore bones 
and joints, and to study at his leisure the way 
to the fortune he so firmly believed in. 
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CHAPTER XllI 

THE PRESIDENT OF BORAVIA 

That evening, just before sundown, and when 
the heat was a little moderated by a cool breeze 
from the sea, there was no small stir at the 
Quinta de los Mangos, for no less a person than 
Hilario da Piera, the President of the Republic 
of Boravia, accompanied by his lovely daughter, 
drove up in a well-appointed barouche and pair 
to call upon Standen. John Burch was seated 
by Standens side on the verandah as the 
carriage swept up to the entrance steps, and he 
made his exit with such speed as his stiffness 
and soreness permitted him, and left Standen, 
cap in hand, to descend the wide steps and 
receive his distinguished guests. It is needless 
to say that, pleased as Standen was at the 
honour done him by the President, he was more 
than delighted to see at close quarters once 
more the beautiful girl whose image was con- 
tinually in his mind's eye ; and a fine colour 
spread over his face as he handed her down 
from the carriage, a colour which he did not fail 
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to note was reflected on the face of his fair 
visitor. 

* I should have called upon you before,' said 
the President graciously, as they ascended the 
steps, and took their seats on the verandah ; 
* but mine is no easy post, and I have but little 
leisure/ The President spoke in most excellent 
English and with very little accent, for he had 
lived much with English people and had learnt 
from his wife to speak her language almost as 
if he had been an Englishman himself. 

* It is ver)'^ good of you to call,' murmured 
Standen, feeling, it must be confessed, a little 
confused at the presence of his beloved divinity, 
who indeed was looking most charming in her 
white costume, and whose charms were but en- 
hanced by the fine blush which was slowly 
leaving her handsome face. 

* Nay,' said the President, * I owe you a debt 
of gratitude for your kind attentions to my 
daughter and her aunt on their voyage out. 
They have often spoken of you, and I am sure 
we shall do our best to repay you by making 
your stay here in Boravia as pleasant as we 
can. As you are aware, my dear wife was an 
Englishwoman, and if only for her sake I shall 
always cherish a regard for the English 
people.' 

Standen had but little chance of saying 
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much to the Seiiorita, for her father almost 
monopolised the conversation. Da Piera 
seemed already to have taken quite a liking to 
his host, and conversed with him more freely 
than Standen could have expected on matters 
Boravian and the affairs of the Santa Maria 
Company. 

* You have very pleasant quarters here/ he 
said, as, after a rather lengthened visit, he and 
his daughter rose to go. * The Jesuits knew how 
to make themselves comfortable. By the way,* 
he added with a smile, ' I wonder if you have 
heard the story of their hidden treasures.* 

Standen was taken aback at the directness 
of the question, and scarcely knew how to reply, 
for he had no intention of making his and Burch*s 
discoveries common property. 

The President, who was beckoning to his 
coachman, did not notice his confusion, but 
Lois da Piera saw that he was embarrassed, 
and wondered at the reason. 

* I Ve heard some such stories from the black 
folk,* he said at last, as Da Piera turned round 
and looked at him for his reply. 

* I do not believe myself there is anything 
in it,* said he President. * Even if there ever 
were a treasure, it has probably been removed 
long ago. I remember the old King gave a 
concession to a man to search for the treasure,. 
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but nothing came of it, though the silly fellow 
spent a small fortune in excavations, and in fact 
went quite out of his mind with disappoint- 
ment' 

* I believe the treasure is there, after all,* 
said Lois da Piera ; * all the negroes are firmly 
convinced of it. 

* Yes,' said the President with a laugh, 
* some of them spend a considerable amount of 
their valuable time in digging and delving for 
the entrance to the cave, or whatever it is, where 
the phantom treasure is supposed to be hidden. 
It would be a perfect godsend if anyone did 
discover it, for the financial affairs of Boravia 
are not in the most flourishing state, and, if 
what these people imagine were true, such an 
immense wealth of valuables would go far to put 
us on our feet again.' 

' Would the Government claim the treasure, 
then ? * asked Standen, in a tone of assumed 
carelessness. 

* Oh, the finder would have certain rights, 
and would take a proportion, but the bulk of 
the find would go to the State, for the property 
of the Jesuits was confiscated when they were 
driven out, though I confess I am rather vague 
as to the exact laws as to treasure trove.' 

Just then the carriage drew up at the steps, 
and the President and his daughter drove off. 
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not, however, before Lois da Piera, at her 
father's request, had invited Standen to dine at 
the Palace at an early date. John Standen's 
mind was so full of the entrancing personality of 
the beautiful Lois that he did not feel disposed 
for any society but his own, and he passed the 
evening in solitary communings over all that 
the Senorita had said, and the many beauties 
and graces she had displayed : he did not conceal 
from himself that his life's happiness was bound 
up in her, and he passed many unhappy mo- 
ments in realising the hopelessness of the whole 
affair, though he dared to think that she was at 
any rate not indifferent to him. During the 
few days that intervened before his longed-for 
appearance at dinner at the Palace he saw 
comparatively little of Burch, for that stolid 
Devonshire man had but one topic of conversa- 
tion, and Standen was getting not a little tired 
of his plans and his conjectures as to the treas- 
ure and the discovery thereof. It is not to be 
supposed that Burch, crippled up though he was, 
was going to let the matter stand, and he spent 
a good deal of time poring over the document, 
which Standen gladly allowed him to retain, 
and studying the plan of the galleries. Every 
night, too, he moved back the press, and, un- 
known to Standen, who showed impatience at 
any approach on Burch's part to the subject of 

H 
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the treasure, he carefully traversed the old 
ground, and went on still further in his researches. 
His painful fall into the death-trap of course ren- 
dered him very wary as to the possibility of 
other like pitfalls, and he pushed the longer of 
the planks, which the two adventurers had left 
in the passage, from square to square of the 
flags of the pavement, coming back to his room 
in the same cautious fashion. Stiff as he was, 
and still feeling his severe bruises, his progress 
was very slow indeed, the more particularly as 
the passage seemed to be interminable. There 
was marked on the plan a doorway or opening 
into the side of the mountain, and from this 
opening, which apparently descended, for the 
plan was none too clear, the way to the treasure 
chamber seemed to lead. It was his intention to 
go on as far as the finding of this doorway 
before he let Standen into the secret of his fur- 
ther searchings ; but although he had, with 
infinite labour and many groanings on account 
of his bruised limbs and muscles, gone a con- 
siderable distance along the passage, he had 
lighted on no such opening. 

* Drat the old plan,* he said to himself; * I 
dew belave as thicky vorgotten old passage- 
way goeth all round the hill ; seemeth to me 
as if there warn't niver no end to un ; and 
measter be so tooked up with thicky dark-eyed 
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bewty as he can't bring his mind to bear on 
naught beside, and 'tes hard does going on 
disci vering like this yere all be mezul. How- 
ever, plaze God, hell come to his senses sune, 
and then us'U show these Jesuites as they ain't 
a going to batter and bruise and most kill Jan 
Burch for naught. Sartain sure Til tackle 
measter to-morrow night : I be getting more 
asier to my bones, and Til see if so be I can't 
stir him up for another go in,' and with that, 
tired out with his plank pushings, he slipped 
under the mosquito curtains and soon fell 
asleep. 



H2 



loo The President of Boravia 



CHAPTER XIV 

AT THE PALACE 

At last the longed-for night of Standen's 
engagement at the Palace arrived, and his 
buggy, for he had invested in one of those 
light and spidery conveyances and a pair of 
smart ponies, was waiting for him at the steps 
of the Quinta, the black coachman, in all the 
pride of his new livery, impatiently waiting to 
display his skill and his brave attire to the 
dusky beauties who thronged the streets of 
Santa Maria. Standen was not a particularly 
vain man, but he knew he looked his best in 
evening attire, and he had spent a good deal 
of unaccustomed time and trouble on his toilet ; 
and, indeed, a handsome fellow he was as, with 
his dark eyes shining in anticipation of an 
evening spent in the society of his beloved, he 
descended the steps drawing on his gloves, a 
light Inverness cape veiling the chastened 
glories of his apparel. 

The long drive led him through the main 
street of Santa Maria, for the Palace — of old 
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time the King*s Palace — was in a suburb, leafy 
with palm trees and the feathery bamboo, at 
the further end of the city from the Quinta, a 
route Standen was destined very often to 
traverse. And now the light and elegant 
equipage is come to the great gates of the 
Palace, flanked on either side by sentry-boxes 
and a guard-house ; and just as Standen's 
buggy passed through the gates the relief filed 
up to the guard-house, and again a qualm of 
discouragement came over him as he saw the 
state and ceremony which surrounded the father 
of Lois da Piera. Nor was this feeling lessened 
as he drove through the wide square and the 
beautiful grounds, bright with flowers, and trim 
and neat as the surroundings of an English coun- 
try seat, and the vast gleaming white frontage of 
the huge Palace came into view, with its flank- 
ing towers and its porte-cochlre, A perfect 
retinue of black servants, in liveries rather too 
gorgeous for European ideas of taste, mar- 
shalled by a white major-domo, was in the vast 
hall of the Palace, and Standen was soon 
relieved of his light overcoat and ushered into 
the reception room. 

* We are alone to-night,' said the President 
as he advanced to greet Standen, and as Stan- 
den shook hands with the Senorita and Miss 
Dodds. * It is a comfort to have a quiet 
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evening for once in a way, and we can have 
a pleasant chat about England and things 
English. I know that is what Lois and Miss 
Dodds are wishing for.' 

Standen was still somewhat depressed by 
the magnificence of the President's surround- 
ings, and he was glad to hear that he was not 
in for a grand function. Just then the dinner 
was announced, and the President, giving Miss 
Dodds an arm, Standen had the felicity of 
taking in the beautiful Lois, who was a picture 
of coolness in a white costume — which, indeed, 
she seemed to affect — and was looking more 
charming than ever. 

The President proved to be a kindly and 
affable host, and Standen was very soon at his 
ease, and taking his part in the talk, which 
veered toward England, Miss Dodds, with 
British intolerance, enlarging upon the incon- 
veniences of tropical life, and the President and 
Lois laughingly defending their country and 
climate, and confounding the English lady with 
doleful pictures of rain and fog, mist and mud. 
When the dinner was over, and the two ladies 
had retired to their drawing-room, the Presi- 
dent had the wine taken into a cool room at 
the back of the Palace, where coffee was served 
in a wide balcony from whence a prospect of 
the city was obtained, the view ending in the 
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dark and distant outlines of the Monte de la 
Capilla. Though Standen was not an unduly 
conceited man, he could not but be flattered 
with the evident partiality the President dis- 
played towards him, for as they sipped their 
coffee and fin champagne Da Piera became 
almost confidential in his talk. 

* It is a comfort to get out of all the form 
and ceremony, Mr. Standen,* he said, as he 
puffed away at his cigar and slowly swung his 
rocking chair. * I dislike intensely having to be 
always on one's guard. I daresay many people 
envy me, perhaps you among the number ; but 
they little know the incessant care and anxiety 
of my position. Truly the only peace I have is 
when I can get out of it all for even a brief 
holiday, and go back to my old life at my 
house in the country at Buena Vista ; but it is 
seldom that I can do this,* and he sighed as he 
leant back lost in thought. 

*You may wonder,* he went on, 'why I 
continue in a position so distasteful to me ? * 

Standen was rather confounded at these 
confidential remarks, and he murmured some 
complimentary commonplace or other as to 
the advantage to the country, and so forth. 

' Ah,* said Da Piera, * I can see you think 
it odd that I should speak so freely to you, a 
comparative stranger, too ; but in truth there 
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is not a single soul in the whole country to 
whom I can speak without all sorts of reserva- 
tions.' 

' I am sure, sir,' said Standen, * I feel 
honoured. * 

* Well, it is odd,' mused the President, * and 
perhaps my daughters and Miss Dodds's 
remarks may have something to do with it — 
for I can assure you they have sung your 

praises — but I feel I can talk to you in a way ' 

and again the President paused, and seemed 
sunk in thought * I can rely on your discre- 
tion,' he went on at last, looking stedfasdy at 
Standen, * and I am certain you are an honest 
man, and an intelligent man.' 

Standen, still more astonished, and wonder- 
ing what was coming next, again murmured his 
acknowledgments. 

* The truth is,' said the President, plunging 
into his subject, and shaking off a certain hesita- 
tion which was evident in his manner, * things 
are coming rapidly to something like a crisis in 
Boravia. My seat in the Presidential chair is a 
fairly secure one ; but there are two factions 
here, with all sorts of ramifications, and the 

position is difficult, difficult ' and he paused 

again. * Our finances, too,' he went on again, 
' are in a state little short of disastrous : if it 
were not for that my way would be clearer. 
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Ever since the old King was forced to abdicate 
things have been going on from bad to worse, 
and it is only my sense of duty to my country 
and certain hopes I have for the future that 
made me accept this intolerable position/ 

* There was in England a universal regret 
at the King's deposition/ said Standen, as the 
President looked at him, and seemed to expect 
him to say something, though he hastily added, 
* I ought not to have said that to you, sir ; I 
am sure I ' 

* Ah, that is what I am coming to,* inter- 
rupted the President. * As a matter of fact, 
I have not that passionate devotion to a Re- 
publican form of government with which I am 
credited : in truth, and I need not point out to you 
the great trust and confidence I am placing in 

you ' and again Da Piera hesitated, as if 

after all he was on the point of drawing 
back. 

* Sir,' said Standen earnestly, and looking 
him full in the face, * I do not know what it is 
you are half-inclined to tell me, and yet seem 
half-afraid to say, and I do not seek any con- 
fidences, indeed I am astonished at your — at 
your condescension; but of this you may be 
certain — that you can trust both my discretion 
and my silence.' 

* I know it, I know it,' said Da Piera ; *and 
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I will tell you the whole story, and also the 
reason why I confide in you. There is a party 
in Boravia which has been conspiring now for 
some time for the restoration of the monarchy. 
I know everything about this party ; I know the 
names of each individual member ; I know 
every detail of every plot and plan put forward 
by them ; indeed, if it had not been for this 
knowledge on my part there would have been 
a rising some time ago, and that rising would 
have been a most fearful fiasco. I prevented it, 

for I saw that the time was not come ' 

The President paused as an exclamation of 
surprise came from Standen, who was intently 
listening. 

* Of course, you are surprised,* resumed the 
President ; * but listen to me. I only intrigued for 
and gained the Presidential chair as a means 
towards an end, and that end is the restoration 
of Dom Francisco III. to the throne of his 
fathers.* 

As he spoke the President rose from his 
chair and moved restlessly about the room. 

' Ah, God,' he cried ; * it is the dream of my 
life, it is the salvation of my country, and if I 
could only see the monarchy once more firmly 
established, with what joy would I sing my 
** Nunc dimittis ** ? I would gladly give my life 
for it. I am in constant communication with 
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the King, who deigns to be my dear and inti- 
mate friend,* he went on, turning to Standen ; 
' and, if it were not for this accursed lack of means, 
our party is strong, though they do not know 
yet that I am of them. There is a gradual but 
marked revulsion of public feeling, and I doubt 
not but that we should see His Majesty in- 
stalled in this his Palace amidst the acclama- 
tions of his people.* 

* I would do any thing .'cried Standen, who 

was carried away somewhat by the enthusiasm 
of Da Piera, and was on the point of incau- 
tiously pledging himself to take a part in the 
local national affairs from which his position 
certainly precluded him. 

* God forbid that I should ever involve you 
in such a tangled web of intrigue,* said the 
President interrupting him ; * indeed, for my pur- 
pose it is necessary that you should stand en- 
tirely outside the whole affair. You see, I have 
my daughter here, and her aunt, Miss Dodds. 
I tried to keep her in England, but she so 
constantly and so persistently begged to come 
back to her father — and indeed I longed too 
to see my only child — I dared not tell her of the 
state of things in Boravia, which, indeed, were 
not nearly as advanced then ; and if I had she 
would still have wished to come ; and, in truth, 
the long and short of the matter is this : there 



io8 The President of Boravia 

is certain to be some serious dmeute ere long ; 
God alone knows how soon it may come, and 
I want to feel that, should things come to a 
crisis, and our side meet with disaster, there is 
someone to whom I can confide the care and 
safety of these two ladies ; and that, sir, is the 
reason why I have dared to open my mind to 
you, and to confide in you these secrets of 
State/ 

' With my life I will protect them,* cried 
Standen, rising and grasping the Presidents 
hand in a firm clasp. * I am deeply grateful for 
your trust, and for the honour you have done 
me/ 

For some time the two conversed on the all- 
important topic of the restoration of the 
Boravian dynasty, and the President was more 
than pleased at the quickness and shrewdness 
with which Standen grasped the situation. So 
long had their confabulation lasted that it was 
very late when they returned to the drawing- 
room. Miss Dodds had long ago retired, and 
the lateness of the hour only permitted Standen 
a very few minutes of conversation with the 
Senorita before he had to ask for his buggy, 
and to make his adieux. 
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CHAPTER XV 

A GLEAM OF HOPE 

Da Piera's confidences had given Standen so 
much exciting food for thought that he had 
but little sleep that night, and spent most 
of the hours of darkness in ruminating over 
the position in which he found himself so unex- 
pectedly placed. He could not but see that, 
should the President's surmises prove correct, 
and should the imminent rising bring disaster 
upon the Royalist party, he must be brought into 
close relations with the beautiful Lois, and in 
such a case he knew how difficult it would be 
for him to avoid showing her how dear she was 
to him. At the same time, the great confidence 
Da Piera had placed in Standen made it a 
point of honour with him not to take any undue 
advantage of any intimate circumstances in 
which they might be placed, and he felt he 
must either tell the President the true state of 
affairs or else put such a strong guard upon his 
feelings as should effectually prevent the 
Seflorita from seeing what a firm hold she had 
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upon his affections ; and, as he painfully thought 
out the problem, he was fain to confess to him- 
self that he had already allowed her more than 
a glimpse of the truth, and sometimes he even 
dared to think that his advances were not 
altogether received with disfavour by the Presi- 
dent's daughter. And, as he was considering, 
it suddenly struck him that after all there might 
be some truth in all these stories of the treasures 
of the Jesuits, and that if it were indeed true 
that there was somewhere in the depths of the 
Morro del Capilla a vast hoard of wealth, this 
might change the whole aspect of affairs for him 
and Lois. It was indeed hopeless for the 
engineer-in-chief, with his comparatively small 
salary and his not too exalted birth, to aspire to 
the hand of the only child of the noble and 
ancient house of Da Piera, and the daughter of 
the President of Boravia to boot ; but if he and 
Burch were fortunate enough to come upon the 
hidden treasure, and if he could come to the 
President with the news of vast wealth at his 
disposal, he might be the means of bringing the 
Royalist plots to a successful conclusion — ^for 
Da Piera had ruefully descanted on the lack of 
means which so seriously tied his hands — and 
the President might be induced to look with 
favour on his suit should he thus help in bring- 
ing to pass the one aim and ambition of Da 
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Pieras life. It was well on towards the dawn 
before this forlorn hope came into Standen's 
mind, and at last he sank to sleep with Lois 
da Piera*s name upon his lips and with a firm 
resolve to do his best, at any risk to life and 
limb, to unravel the mystery of the treasure. As 
soon as he woke he determined to begin the 
search again that very night, and, breakfast Qver, 
he sent Oliver to bring Burch to him. 

* Well, Burch,' he said, as the stout and 
stocky little Devonian came on the verandah, 
where Standen was smoking a matutinal pipe, 
* how goes it with the limbs and the muscles ? 
Do you begin to feel yourself again after that 
awful tumble ? ' 

' Plaze God, sir, I be so fit as a fiddle ; stiff- 
ness be most all gone, glory be.' 

* All the same, I expect you've had enough 
of treasure-hunting, Jan?* asked Standen ten- 
tatively. 

' Naw, fay,' said Burch emphatically, ' us' 11 
hev those golden coins and diamonds and cetery, 
be it as 'twill' 

* Then you are still persuaded that the 
treasure is there ? ' 

* I knaw 'tes theer,' said Jan decidedly. * I've 
a studied thicky old plan, and I've a got mun 
full fixed in my mind. Tew tell 'ee the trewth, 
sir, and axin' your pardon for what I've a doed. 
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IVe tooked the liberty for to hev a go in by 
mezul.' 

* What ! * cried Standen. * You Ve been search- 
ing on your own account ? Why, man, I thought 
we agreed to wait till you were all right, and we 
could go to work again together ? ' 

* Well, sir, I knaw as it were wrang, but I 
couldn't help of it. I seemed as I must go on ; 
but, lor bless ee, I ain't a discivered nothen to 
count on. I folleyed on the old passage ' 

* 'Tis a wonder you re here to tell the tale,' 
interrupted Standen in a vexed tone ; ' how 
could you tell that there were not other death- 
traps in the way ? ' 

* Aw, I muved along most cautious like, you 
may depend, and 'twas a slow work. I pushed 
the plank from flag to flag, and crawled keerful, 
I do assure 'ee. Seemeth to me as the old 
passage goeth most round the hill ; any way, I 
ain't come 'pin no oppenings so far. You see, 
sir,' he went on, producing the parchment, and 
spreading it out on a little table between them, 
' theer's a oppening somewheers or other in the 
hill leading out of the passage ; seems to go down- 
wards, as far as I can mek out' 

' The whole thing is so blurred with age and 
damp that it is almost undecipherable,' said 
Standen, poring over the parchment ; ' but there 
certainly is an opening, and to-night, Jan, we'll 
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see if we cannot find it by hook or by crook. 
I only hope you won't be disappointed, Jan. 
After all, if we do find the chamber, the treasure 
may be gone, and God only knows what traps 
we may fall into.' 

* Well, sir,* said Burch, ' I don't belave mezul 
as theers nothen more o' that sart to fear. I've 
a thought it out keerful, and you may depend 
that, once past that old pit, 'tes pretty plain sail- 
ing. Wan go o' that sart is surely enough : 'tes 
the key of the whole job, I reckon, and if wan 
o' them gashly old skelingtins had been wan of 
the three chiefs of them Jesuites, he never 
wouldn't have vailed down thicky pit.' 

' It may be so,' said Standen musingly, and 
not noticing the * bull ' Burch had perpetrated. 

* From the heap of bones down there many must 
have perished in the same awful way : those 
sorts of secrets have a way of leaking out, and 
it may be that this horrible device of the rolling 
flagstone was the one thing the three heads of 
the Order kept to themselves.' 

* 'Tes so, you may depend,' said Burch. 

* Howsomever, us'U take no more risks than us 
must, and I'll hev everything all ready for 'ee 
to-night, sir, and p'reaps us'U see the golden 
treasures and jools this very night,' and his 
eyes sparkled in anticipation. 

* All right, Jan ; ' said Standen, as he heard 

I 
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the buggy coming round, and prepared to go 
into the city, * I have had some talk with the 
President about this treasure business, by the 
way, and if we do come upon it we only get a 
share : it really belongs in the bulk to the 
Government/ 

' Aw, lor, blame the old Government,* cried 
Burch contemptuously. * A lot of raskils, I calls 
*em : there s only wan as is worth his salt, and 
that's the President hisself — a fine figure of a 
man, sure enough.' 

* Rascals or not, they have to be reckoned 
with,' said Standen, * and then there's the getting 

the stuff away However, first catch your 

treasure, eh, Jan ? ' and with a laugh and a wave 
of his hand to Burch, whose duties lay in another 
quarter of the city, where large extension works 
were in progress, he lightly ran down the steps 
and drove off citywards. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

THE END OF THE PASSAGE 

It was the English mail day at Santa Maria, 
and Standen found a heavy budget waiting for 
him when he reached the company's offices. 
Among the bulky official letters he found a letter 
from his father, and his conscience smote him 
as he realised how entirely he had forgotten the 
folks at Argyle Villas in the press of his work, 
his continued thought about Lois da Piera, and 
the excitement of the treasure adventure. 
Dr. Standen*s letter was not at all a cheerful 
communication, for, though everybody was well 
enough at home, misfortune had come to No. 1 1 
in the guise of a rascally attorney who had 
levanted with a very considerable portion of the 
doctor's hard-earned savings — no very large 
sum, indeed, but a serious loss to a man already 
ageing fast, and who had given hostages to fortune 
in the persons of a comparatively young wife 
and many hearty and hungry olive branches. 
The more Standen studied the melancholy 
paragraphs of his father's letter the more he 
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reproached himself ; and he saw that, even if he 
could prevail upon his father to take any help 
from him, it must be some time before he could 
be in a position to offer it, for, though his salary 
was a handsome one, his expenses were heavy, 
and he found he could only work easily with 
the watchful and jealous Boravian fiscals by the 
exercise of a lavish hospitality, involving many 
expensive restaurant lunches and dinners, and 
the dispensing of quite a little sum in the shape 
of small but frequent loans to these impecunious 
and venal gentry. If, however, this treasure 
business came up to the expectations of the 
sanguine Burch, he should be able to make his 
father's mind easy as to the future, and perhaps 
induce him to retire from work, which was 
already becoming a grievous strain upon the 
old man. Thus Standen had another induce- 
ment, if any were wanted, to do his best to find 
the enticing and elusive treasure. 

The mail brought him a considerable 
amount of extra work, and when at last, with a 
sigh of relief, he laid down his pen, it was to 
accompany Wetherell to a dinner at the H6tel 
de Paris, which dinner that stout and genial 
gentleman was giving to the staff of the com- 
pany in honour of the chief engineer. 

The hospitality of Wetherell was of an 
exuberant sort, and involved the discussion of 
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much iced champagne and sundry liqueurs and 
cigars, and it was not until quite late that 
Standen was at last able to get away, much to 
the content of his sleepy black coachman. It 
was so late that he expected, and indeed half 
hoped — for he was very tired — that Burch 
would have given up in despair, and gone to 
his bed ; but he was disappointed in this, for 
there was Burch waiting for him in the veran- 
dah, and his first words showed that, so far 
from being tired out with his long waiting, he 
was only eager for the fray. 

* Well, sir,* he said with a grin, * you hev a 
bin keepin* of it up, axin' your pardon for 
saying so. I thought as you never was a 
coming.* 

* It is horribly late, Burch,* said Standen 
with a yawn ; * what do you say to putting off 
our search till to-morrow ? ' 

'Well, sir, *tes as you will,' replied Burch, 
' but Tve a got everything in trim.' 

Burch's tone and look betrayed such evi- 
dent disappointment that Standen shook him- 
self together, and made up his mind to go on 
with the affair at once. 

* Well, Jan,' he said, ' if I don't go with you, 
you'll go by yourself, and fall into some 
desperate hole or another, so here goes,' and 
he led the way to Burch's room. 
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* 'Tes gude of yew to come, so tired as yew 
be/ said Burch, as they got into the passage 
behind the press. * Yew take hold of the lantern 
whiles I muves along the plank/ and, some- 
thing loth, for indeed it was as much as he 
could do to keep awake, Standen followed 
Burch in his toilsome way. 

* 'Tes a long job,' said Burch, after they had 
laboriously gone on for some way past the 
death-trap, and he paused and wiped his face 
after pushing the plank on to another flag or 
two ; ' us should get on quick enough if it warn't 
for fear o' they pits/ 

' It won't do to run any risks,' replied 
Standen. ' Here, you take your turn at the 
lantern, man, and Til do the plank business for 
a bit,' and, in spite of Jan's protests, Standen 
took his turn at the hard work. 

' I med a mark so fur as I'd a gone,' said 
Burch. ' Did ought to be somewheer yereabouts, 
I reckon,' and he carefully held up the lantern 
and looked at the roughly hewn wall on the 
side of the hill on his right hand. * Aw, here 
'tes,' he cried ; ' I knawed 'twadn't very far off.' 

'You've got more go in you than I have, 
Burch,' said Standen as he paused ; * this is a 
tough job, and how you could have got on so 
far with all your joints stiff and sore is more 
than I can tell.' 
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*You let me take the plank, sir/ begged 
Burch earnestly ; * 'tes tew much for *ee/ 

This roused Standen's obstinacy, and he 
pushed along faster without a word, being just 
a little vexed at Burch's reflection on his powers 
of endurance. 

For some way they went on thus in 
silence, for Burch saw that his chief was a little 
annoyed, and he did not like to speak. 

' Thank Heaven ! ' cried Standen, as he 
gave the abhorred plank a final shove ; * here s 
an end of that accursed flagging at last ; solid 
ground in front of us, Jan.* 

* That theer's a thankful mussy,* said Burch, 
as, leaving the plank, they stood at last upon a 
roughish path, which, leaving the level of the 
flagging, began to trend in a downward direc- 
tion. 

*Now, Burch,' cried Standen, as Jan almost 
ran on in front, * TU trouble you to let me go 
on first. YouVe got such a keen nose for the 
treasure that youll find yourself in another 
awkward fix if I don't look after you. Here, 
give me the lantern.' 

With a crestfallen air Burch came back in 
his tracks, and, handing the lantern to Standen, 
he let him pass on, and followed in his steps. 

' Ah,' cried Standen, with a sigh of relief, 
and after they had gone on for some minutes 
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in silence ; ' here's the opening at last I begin 
to think there s something in it, man/ 

' A course theer is/ said Burch gleefully, as 
the two stood looking at a dark opening in the 
right-hand or hill side of the passage. ' Us be 
made men, for sure/ and he stepped forward to 
enter into the dark hole in the wall of the 
passage. 

* Stop a minute, Jan,' said Standen, pulling 
him back ; * the opening won't run away ; let us 
see where this passage goes to first,' and he 
went on slowly and cautiously on the old 
course. 

* Ah, I thought so,' he said, when he had 
gone on a little further ; * here's the end of the 
passage.' 

* Well, us can't mek no mistakes now,' said 
Burch, as he gazed at the roughly hewn end of 
the passage ; ' theer's only wan way, and that's 
through the oppening,' and he began to retrace 
his steps, followed by Standen. 

* Seems rather steepish like,' he went on, as 
they came to the opening, and Standen held 
forward the lantern ; * not tew much rume, either. 
Us must go forrard single file, I reckon,' and he 
stood aside, while Standen went in front with 
the light. This new passage-way was much 
rougher going than the main way they had left, 
but it was hollowed out of a soft sandy sort of 
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rock, and the marks of the tools were plainly 
seen on the walls. Standen held the light low 
down, for the footway was anything but smooth, 
and it was not easy to avoid stumbling, and at 
the same time the descent was fairly steep. 

Suddenly the path veered right round to the 
left hand, and the descent became less and 
less pronounced, until at last the way was almost 
level. 

* If us goes on much furder us'll come to 
the sayshore,* said Jan Burch, breaking a 
rather long silence. 

' I was thinking the same thing,' answered 
Standen ; * it seems to me to be a little lighter 
ahead, Burch. Til put the lantern behind me, 
and you look on to see if you notice it.* 

^ Iss, fay, *tes so for sartain,' cried Burch in 
some excitement. * Go on, sir, go on ; us be 
getting to the treasure, surely.' 

Lighter and lighter grew the path, until at 
last they scarcely wanted the lantern's help, 
and more and more excited grew Burch, while 
Standen himself hurried on with more haste 
than caution, Burch eagerly pressing on at his 
heels. 

At length Standen gave a subdued cry as 
the rough path ended in a sort of chamber or 
cave whose roof was supported by several 
pillars. 
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* My ivers ! us hev got un now/ shouted 
Burch, pushing forward in his delight. 

* Hold back, you fool/ cried Standen ; ' can't 
you see where you are going ? ' and he pointed 
downwards. As Burch's eyes followed the 
wave of Standen's hand, he gave a great cry 
of dismay, for — alas for his hopes of boundless 
wealth — the cave was full of water, and he and 
Standen were just on the brink. 
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CHAPTER XVII 

IN THE BOTANICAL GARDENS 

Standen and Burch stood gazing at the slightly 
moving face of the waters, and listening to the 
soft lap-lapping of the tiny wavelets as they 
broke at their feet, in a disappointment too 
deep for words for some moments. 

* Your guess was a right one, Burch,' said 
Standen at last, turning to his companion ; * we 
have got down to the sea, and the treasure, 
if treasure there be, is there deep down under 
the water. The sea has gradually worn 
through this sandy rock, and filled up the cave. 
Well,' he went on with a sigh, ' there's nothing 
more to be done ; we can't pump the ocean out, 
Jan.' 

* Don't 'ee talk about giving in, measter,' 
said Burch persuasively ; * theer be the pillars 
all correct, just as 'tes sot down 'pin the plan, 
and the chests and cetery be buried beside 'em, 
as the murdering old gent says, I'll warrant.' 

' Even supposing it is so,' said Standen, ' it 
would take a regiment of skilled workmen and 
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all kinds of appliances to get at it, and I don't 
see much good in making a public job of it, as 
we should have to : it's precious little of the 
valuables we should finger in that case.' 

* Aw, lor, to think as us should hev gone 
through such sweating labours in this heat, 
and me mos' broked to pieces wi' skelingtins, 
and all for naught,' cried Burch disgustedly. 

* It may turn out better than you suppose, 
after all,' said Standen, after thinking awhile. 

* I hopes as it may,' said Burch, not in a 
very hopeful tone ; * but us can't go agen the 
say.' 

*True, not by ourselves, but with proper 
means we can,' replied Standen. * I'm afraid we 
shall have to take the President into our confi- 
dence, and if we can get him to go in for the 
chance of the treasure being there, and if it 
really is there, we can safely depend upon 
getting our proportion. President da Piera 
is an honest man.' 

* Theer's a mort of ** ifs " in it, sir, I zim,' 
said Jan, who had been stolidly looking at the 
water at his feet. * My ivers ! ' he cried, after a 
pause, and still looking down ; * do 'ee look yere, 
sir, the watter's going back, sir, I dew belave. 
Aw, lor ! us'U get thicky old treasure after all, 
without no President nor nobody! Tide's a 
going out, I tell 'ee ! ' and in his excitement he 
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grasped Standen by the arm, and pointed to 
the sandy floor of the cave upon which they 
were standing. 

* Great Scott, Jan,* said Standen, * you're 
right ! 1 1 must have been high tide when we 
got here, and the sea is certainly ebbing fast,' 
and he gave a great sigh of relief as the two 
watched the steady ebbing of the waters at their 
feet. 

* There's a chance, after all, Burch,' he said 
at last, and, Icoking at his watch : * it's just on 
two,' he said. * We can't do anything to-night, 
and the tide will not be properly out for hours. 
I am worn to death and fit for nothing, and the 
best thing we can do is to get back as fast as 
we can, and come here to-morrow morning,' 
and he turned to go. 

Burch seemed as if he could not tear him- 
self away, and still looked down as if fascinated 
by the slowly receding water. 

* Come on, man,' cried Standen impatiently ; 
'you can't do anything even when the water 
has gone back ; all the stuff is buried, and you 
can't dig it up with your fingers.' 

'Glory be,' sslid Burch, as he turned to 
follow his companion ; * first pillar be bare to the 
base of mun already. I wish 'twas to-morrer, 
and I was yere wi' a pick and a spade,' and he 
stopped talking, thinking joyfully of the treasure, 
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as the two men made their way along the rough 
and dark passages. Standen, what with the 
heat, the lateness of the hour, and the excite- 
ment he had gone through, was completely 
exhausted, and when at last he said good-night 
to Burch, and got to his quarters, he scarcely 
had the energy to get into his pyjamas, and 
almost before his head was on the pillow he 
was in a deep and refreshing sleep. 

It is to be feared that the office work of the 
Santa Maria Drainage and Water Company 
suffered somewhat that day, for Standen, who 
awoke refreshed and ready for anything, was 
so full of the work that the early morning had 
in store for him that he found it difficult to con- 
centrate his mind on the daily routine of 
business ; while John Burch displayed an 
impatience in dealing with his gangs of black 
labourers to which they were not accustomed, 
and which they resented with many muttered 
objurgations. The adventures and discoveries 
of the night before, and the still more exciting 
adventure in front of him, did not drive out of 
Standen's mind the image of his beautiful 
inamorata, and indeed the thought of Lois da 
Piera was bound up in all his hopes and doubts 
as to the treasures of the Jesuits ; for, though he 
was not a sordid man, and did not yearn too 
heartily for wealth, he certainly did yearn, and 
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that very heartily, after the President's daughter, 
and the only chance he saw of winning and 
wearing this so desired prize lay in the success 
of his quest. As this thought persistently 
invaded his mind during the hot hours of the 
day, he had an intense longing to see again the 
object of his adoration, and a sort of feeling 
came over him that the sight of her would 
bring him good luck in the enterprise before 
him. 

When, then, his buggy drew up at the* 
entrance of the company's offices that after- 
noon, instead of driving straight out to the 
Quinta de los Mangos, Standen ordered his 
coachman to go on to the Botanical Gardens, 
in the faint hope that Fortune might favour 
him, and that he might chance to meet with 
Lois in that popular resort of the rank and 
fashion of Santa Maria ; for here at sundown 
the wealth and the youth and beauty of the 
Republic was well represented, and a motley 
throng perambulated the shady walks, listening 
to the strains of a military band, and enjoying 
the soft sea breeze, whose punctual evening 
appearance alone made life supportable in the 
suffocating heat of Boravia. 

Leaving his buggy to form one of the 
crowded ranks of conveyances at the entrance 
to the gardens, Standen sauntered slowly along 
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the broad avenue of immense palm trees, his 
careless pace and look conceab'ng an eagerness 
to see Lois so intense as to be almost painful. 
And when at last he caught a glimpse of his 
divinity it was to experience a sort of thrill of 
disappointment and jealousy, for, with the 
comfortable and somewhat rotund Miss Dodds 
seated at her side, Lois da Piera was sitting in 
a shady corner of the bandstand, surrounded 
by a cohort of the jeunesse dorie of Santa Maria, 
and looking, in spite of their evident attentions, 
somewhat bored and distraite, 

' Why, there is Mr, Standen,' exclaimed Miss 
Dodds, with whom Standen was something of a 
favourite, as, a head and shoulders taller than 
the somewhat diminutive Boravians, he slowly 
approached through the crowd. Though 
Standen did not hear Miss Dodds's exclamation, 
he was near enough to see the pleasant smile 
of welcome with which both aunt and niece 
welcomed him as he came up and greeted 
them. 

* We don't often see you in the gardens, Mr. 
Standen,* said Miss Dodds, as, after shaking 
hands, Standen stood beside them. ' I suppose 
you are too busy to be frivolous.* 

* I shall not be so hard pressed now that I 
have got things into working order a little,' 
replied Standen, inwardly determining that the 
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gardens should see a great deal of him for the 
future, and, a lady who was on Lois s right 
rising, he quickly secured the vacant seat. * I 
have been here several evenings,' he said to 
Lois, * but I have never seen you here before/ 

* The truth is that my aunt has been so upset 
with the heat and the mosquitoes that she has 
not cared to come out much. Mr. Standen,' 
she said in a low tone, * I wanted much to speak 
to you ; ' and, turning to her aunt, * I am tired 
of sitting still, auntie,' she said. * I will stroll 
about a little if Mr. Standen will be my escort,' 
and, with a smile at Standen, she rose, and he 
was quickly walking beside her. She did not 
say anything till they were well out of the crowd, 
and, comparatively speaking, alone, only a few 
couples passing them from time to time. 

* My father has told me of what he was 
saying to you the other night,' she said at 
last. * I hinted to you when we were on the 
'* Peronia" that he was not altogether opposed 
to the coming back of the King.' 

* I quite remember it,' said Standen, who, 
indeed, was not likely to forget anything said to 
him by his fair companion. ' I am much flattered 
at your father's confidence in me ; he may be 
certain that I shall not betray it.' 

* He knows that,' said Lois, with a kind look 
at the tall and handsome man beside her, ' I am 
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afraid the presence here of my aunt and myself 
just now is a great anxiety to my father : it was 
only last night he told me of the critical state of 
affairs. Ah ! if anything should happen to my 
dear father, how should I bear it ? ' 

* Forewarned is forearmed, Lo — Miss da 
Piera,' said Standen, turning red as he just 
stopped himself in calling her by her Christian 
name. * The President has the confidence of 
both sides.' 

* Yes, and he knows full well that it is a 
most dangerous position for him to be in: it 
cannot last, and any moment an outbreak may 
come. I dare not say anything to my aunt ; 
she is very nervous and excitable, and Heaven 
only knows what she might do or say if she 
had any suspicion of the state of affairs. I do 
not know why you should be troubled with all 
these complications of ours, but ' 

* Troubled ! ' cried Standen, taking her 
hand, for they were seated in a remote and shady 
corner of the gardens. * If you only knew — but 
indeed I must not, I dare not ' 

* Why, here you are, Lois,' cried Miss Dodds, 
as she rounded a corner of the gravelled walk 
and came upon the two conspirators, and a 
shrewd and somewhat amused look came into 
her eyes as she marked the rather pronounced 
familiarity of their attitude. 



In the Botanical Gardens 131 

' If you have quite finished your conversa- 
tion, I think it is time we returned to the Palace/ 
she went on, not unkindly, for both Lois and 
Standen were a little confounded by her sudden 
appearance on the scene, and Miss Dodds, 
though not, in truth, of a very romantic appear- 
ance, was of a romantic enough disposition : 
her suspicions as to the feelings of the couple 
before her were already aroused, and before now 
she had tried to sound Lois with crafty hints 
and innuendoes. As her aunt ceased speaking, 
Lois rose, and accompanied by Standen the 
two ladies made their way to the entrance of 
the Botanical Gardens, where they parted from 
their companion. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

THE TREASURE CHAMBER 

Standen had much food for thought as he was 
being rapidly driven homewards. All his good 
resolutions as to his attitude towards the Presi- 
dent s daughter were blown to the four winds, 
and, though he still felt many qualms of con- 
science as to the proceedings of the last half 
hour in the gardens, and knew in his heart that 
the charm of Lois da Piera's presence, and the 
spur of her evident distress, had betrayed him 
into a display of his feelings which he confessed 
his position did not warrant, yet still an over- 
mastering sensation of gladness and delight 
possessed him, for she could not have failed to 
see his true affection for her, and she had not 
seemed to resent it, nor had she withdrawn her 
hand from his until Miss Dodds appeared upon 
the scene. The curious look with which Miss 
Dodds, too, had regarded the pair, had, in 
spite of his confusion at the time, not escaped 
Standen, and he ventured to hope that if Lois 
did indeed care for him her aunt might be their 
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friend with the President ; at any rate, things 
could not be well left in their present unsettled 
state, and he must muster up courage to put his 
fortune to the touch, for he felt that there could 
be no peace of mind for him until he knew, 
firstly, if Lois da Piera cared for him, as he 
almost dared now to hope she did care ; and, 
secondly, whether, in that blissful case, the 
President of Boravia could be induced by any 
means to look with favour upon the suit of 
so humble an individual as John Standen, civil 
engineer. Having come to this conclusion he 
reached his home, where he found Burch in 
waiting. 

* Tve a lot to tell 'ee, sir,' said Burch, as the 
buggy drove round to the stables, and left him 
and his chief to climb the steps of the verandah. 
' Us 'appened to hit 'pin the spring tide last 
night, and 'tes several feet more higher than 'tes 
'pin the common tides. I reckon the floor is 
most uncovered 'pin ordinary times : theer has 
been a kin' o' gale blowing the last day or two : 
'tes the pampero as they calls it hereabouts, and 
that theer, he maketh the watter to go up also ; 
wind's gone down a good bit, too.' 

* I'm afraid we shall only be able to work 
between tides, at any rate,' said Standen, who 
had been listening with much interest to Burch's 
information 'If we get down to the treasure 
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chamber by half-past two the first pillar will be 
out of water, and we can begin operations at 
once. We'd better get some sleep as soon as 
Oliver is out of the place, for we shall have to 
start a good hour before : that wretched plank 
business is most trying.' 

* So 'tes, so 'tes,' said Burch biting his nails ; 
' most wears a man out before he begins. I don't 
believe as there's any more o' they pits, all the 
same as I said afore.' 

* Well, any way, we can't run any risks,' 
replied Standen. * If I don't come to you about 
half-past one, you call me, for I shall be asleep,' 
he added hastily, as Oliver came in to lay the 
cloth for dinner. Standen wanted to have his 
evening to himself, and he let Burch depart to 
his own quarters, for he did not want to be 
disturbed in his musings as to his somewhat 
complicated love affair, and not even the 
absorbing topic of the treasures of the Jesuits 
could keep his thoughts for long from the 
enthralling subject of the beautiful Lois da 
Piera. 

Although Standen dismissed Oliver as early 
as he could, and then at once went to his bed, 
it was a long time before he could get to sleep, 
and when at last sleep came to him it came so 
masterfully that it took Burch some trouble to 
rouse him. 
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* Wake up, measter,* he said ; * tes half-past 
two.' 

* Oh, then there's no use in getting up,' said 
Standen drowsily ; * you ought to have called me 
before,' 

* So I would, measter, so I would,' said 
Burch ; * but us shan't tek so long in getting 
down. I was up yark and airly mezul, and I've 
tackled they flags : there isn't no more pits, and 
us can slip along praper.' 

' Good heavens, man,' cried Standen, push- 
ing aside the mosquito curtains, and jumping 
quickly out of bed ; ' you don't mean to say 
you've been such an idiot as to go over those 
flags by yourself ! ' 

*Well, then, sir, I hev,' said Burch 
sheepishly. * I tooked every care, I did ; I 
knawed as 'twas all right, and I pressed down 
'pin every one o' 'em wi' the pick.' 

* And if one had given way, and you had 
fallen in, I might never have found you,' said 
Standen bitterly. ' I've a good mind to give 
up the whole affair even now, if you are going 
to play the fool like this.' 

* Don't 'ee say that, measter. I bean't such 
a vool as yew seems tew think. I had the old 
plank along o' me, and I kneeled 'pin him 
whiles as I shoved.' 

'Still you might have slipped or fallen. 
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Well, anyway it s done now, and I hope to 
goodness you won't go running any such fool's 
risks without me again/ 

* I promise *ee faithfully as I won't,' assever- 
ated Burch with a grin, as he saw his chief 
rapidly getting into his clothes and making 
ready to start, * Pick's theer in the passage, 
and spades and lantern, and everything,' he 
went on, as they made their way towards 
Burch's room, and the press, and the heavy 
door behind. 

* 'Tes a thankful mussy as us hevn't got to 
drag thicky old plank along, all the same,' 
muttered Burch, as he followed Standen along 
the passage. 

Burch had marked the fatal flag by leaving 
the obnoxious plank across it, and Standen 
could never pass the spot without a slight 
shudder, though his sturdy companion appeared 
to have forgotten his very unpleasant ex- 
periences, and if he ever noticed the spot at all 
he only honoured it with a grin of defiance. 

* Most all of the cave be bare,' said Burch, 
with an air of relief, as they came once more 
into the pillared Chamber of the Treasure. * I 
reckon us 'ad better begin to dig at the foot of 
the first pillar, wheer the old praste says as 
he've a buried the silver box wi' jools in it,' 
and Jan Burch licked his lips in anticipation 



The Treasure Chamber 137 

of the rich sight in store for him. He had 
served a long apprenticeship as a navvy before 
his sterling qualities and his honesty had raised 
him to the position of a ganger ; for, though 
a small farmer, Burch*s father was poor — there 
was a large family, too, and very early in life 
he had had to shift for himself. Spitting on his 
hands, then, in true navvy fashion, he seized 
hold of one of the spades and began to shovel 
out the sandy soil with a will, while Standen, 
taking up the other spade, set to work, in an 
amateurish sort of way it must be confessed, 
at the next pillar. The air in the chamber was 
fresh, and comparatively cool, the night breezes 
finding their way into the cave from the sea. 
Although, as the dawn broke, a certain amount 
of light filtered through the dense growth of 
mangroves which concealed the cave on the 
sea-shore, when the two began to work it was 
dark, and even in broad daylight the light was 
so feeble that it was necessary to work by the 
light of the oil lantern with which they were 
provided. For some time they worked on in 
silence, the only sounds breaking the stillness 
of the chamber being made by the noise of their 
shovelling and by Standen's somewhat laboured 
breath as he put his back into the unaccustomed 
work, and tried to keep time with Burch, who 
vigorously threw out spadeful after spadeful. 
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Through it all, and when they paused to take 
breath, could be heard the soft sound of the 
ripples as they broke upon the sandy floor of 
the cave, further and further back as the tide 
went out. In spite of his eagerness to find out 
whether, after all their work, they were to be 
disappointed, Standen could not help remarking 
to himself the weirdness of the scene : the 
gloomy half light of the curious chamber with 
its pillars, only half illumined by the rays from 
the lantern, and the figure of Burch beside him 
rising and falling in a sort of rhythmic motion as 
he bent to his toil, formed a picture which often 
enough recurred to his mind in after years. 

* Aw, lor,* said Burch at last, pausing and 
straightening his back, and taking a long breath ; 
' that gent as wrote the dockyment is a praper 
Hard. I've a digged and digged a lot more than 
dree feet down, and I don't see no signs of 
nothen at all : pVeaps 'tes all may-games, arter 
all.' 

* It's a great many years since the treasure 
was buried, Jan,' said Standen, not sorry to take 
a rest from his work ; * and the sea has washed 
up the sand and the soil, I expect' 

* Anyways, us won't be beat by a few feet 
of earth,' said Burch, as he bent to his toil 
again. * I be so thirsty I could most drink a 
bucketful.' 
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Again and for some time the silence was 
invaded by the noise of the tools, and the falls 
of the spadefuls of sandy earth, as the pits 
became deeper and deeper. 

As was to be expected, Burch got on more 
quickly with his work than his chief, and his 
pit was already more than knee-deep when again 
he paused in his work. 

* Measter,' he said, in a kind of awed whisper, 
* I've a touched summat ; do 'ee come yere and 
look at it.' 

Standen jumped quickly from his shallow 
pit, and, with a muttered exclamation, ran over 
the few feet between them, looking on with keen 
excitement while John Burch shovelled out the 
earth with very great care. 

* I've a got 'un ! I've a got 'un ! ' cried 
Burch as he threw up the last spadeful, and the 
corner of some dark-looking object was dis- 
closed to view. Going down upon his knees 
in the pit, he cleared away the earth with his 
hands, and, breathing hard, in an excitement 
too deep for words, he lifted up to Standen an 
oblong metal box, encrusted with the damp 
soil in which it had rested for so many years. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

MUTTERINGS OF THE STORM . 

* It's the jewel box/ said Standen, in the same 
awed whisper, and looking round suspiciously, 
as if someone had discovered their secret enter- 
prise and followed them into these depths of 
the earth. 

*Aw, yes, 'tes so,' cried Burch gleefully, 
recovering himself ; * us be right enough now ; 
us both be made men for certain. Do *ee 
oppen 'un, measter, and let us see the gold and 
the jools inside : he don't look much like silver, 
neyther,' he added, in some disappointment ; 

* more like to iron, I reckon.' 

' It's silver all right, I expect,' said Standen, 
who had taken the box or coffer to the lantern, 
and was carefully examining it : 'it is embossed 
and chased — a wonderful work of art,' he went 
on, as he rubbed off the earth, and the true 
outlines of the precious find were partly 
disclosed. 

* Oppen 'un, measter ! oppen 'un,' cried Jan 
Burch eagerly. 



I 
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* That's easier said than done/ said Standen, 
who had been carefully turning the coffer round 
in both his hands — for it was heavy — and he 
could find no sign of any opening. * You'll have 
to possess your soul in patience for a bit, Jan/ 
he went on. ' I can't even see a keyhole ; but 
here, take the thing yourself and see what you 
can do.' 

Burch took the casket in his dirt-begrimed 
hands, and handled it tenderly, bending to the 
light and rubbing off the soil, looking the while 
for. some crack or cranny which might lead to 
the opening of the coffer. 

' I can't see no ways of oppenin' 'un,' he 
muttered at last, in much disappointment ; ' hers 
praperly full o' summat or other : I can hear the 
old jools a rattling as I muve the box about. 
Aw dear, 'tes hard does not to see they bewties 
o* shinin' stones and cetery inside o' mun. 
Tell 'ee what, measter, us'U put mun on yonder 
rock theer, and I'll tek the pick and break mun 
abroad.' 

* For Heaven's sake, don't do anything so 
foolish/ said Standen, as Burch was moving 
towards a projecting rock to carry his proposition 
into effect. * You'll smash up everything inside, 
man. We can't do anything here ; and, besides, 
its past five o'clock already, and Oliver will very 
soon be moving. It won't do for him to find us 
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out of the way ; in fact, there's not a moment to 
lose, we must get back as quickly as we can,' 
and, suiting the action to the word, he put on 
his coat, and, taking up the lantern, quickly 
hurried from the chamber, followed by Burch, 
who carried the heavy silver coffer very gingerly 
and carefully along the passages, over the flags, 
and into his own room. 

* What shall us do wi' mun ? ' he asked, 
when the press was moved back to its place, 
concealing the entrance into the side of the 
hill. 

* Oliver won't be here for half an hour,' 
said Standen, looking at his watch, * and none of 
them will come to this part of the house yet 
awhile. You'd better give the box a thorough 
cleaning : you can throw the dirty water down 
the passage-way, and leave the coffer there till 
this evening. Perhaps you'll find some keyhole 
or spring ; anyhow, you'd better leave the coffer 
in the passage, and we must try and open it 
to-night when the niggers are gone,' and, as 
Burch nodded an assent, Standen went to 
his quarters to remove the evidences of his 
amateur navvy work, and to prepare for the 
advent of Oliver with his bath and his morning 
coffee. 

As Standen drove down to his office, in spite 
of his preoccupation, he could not fail to note a 
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somewhat unusual state of things in the city. 
The streets were crowded, and there seemed to 
be a sort of subdued excitement in the air : the 
diminutive Santa Maria police, who made up 
for the insignificance of their stature by the 
ferocious and truculent appearance of their faces, 
adorned as they were with long, curled up, black 
mustachios, and who were armed with short but 
business-like looking swords, were very much 
in evidence ; and from time to time files of foot 
soldiers perambulated the causeways, while now 
and again a troop of cavalry clanked by, their 
arms and the accoutrements of their horses 
glittering in the bright hot sunlight. 

* There seems to be something up in the 
city,' said Standen, as he entered the office, and 
greeted Wetherell ; ' the whole place is pervaded 
by police and soldiers. What on earth is the 
matter ? ' 

' You haven't seen the papers, then ? ' said 
Wetherell : 'there's ructions ahead, or I'm very 
much mistaken. I only hope they won't take it 
into their heads to go for the company ; we had 
a nice dusting last time they took it into their 
heads to upset things in general and start afresh 
with a brand-new Government,' and he pointed 
grimly to a very suggestive-looking ornament 
attached to the wall of the room. It was a large 
glass case, and contained fragments of bomb- 
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shells and bullets, some flattened and some 
round and full, and all arranged in an artistic 
pattern, a reminder of past dangers and a sort of 
sarcastic defiance to future casualties of a like 
kind. Standen was rapidly glancing through 
the columns of one of the local papers while 
Wetherell was speaking. 

* Whew — w — w ! * he softly whistled as he 
turned over the leaf ; ' things must be coming to 
a crisis,' and he paused as he thought over his 
interview with the President. 

* No mistake about it, sir,* said Wetherell ; 

* a pretty strong measure, too, of the Ministry, 
to arrest Servetan, the editor of the ** Diario,** 
and smash up his types and machines : the 
Government must be either desperate or else 
very strong. I don't envy President da Piera : 
** uneasy lies the head that wears a crown." It 
may mean a hot time for us, too : last smash-up 
one of our youngsters got a bullet through his 
thigh, a fiscal was shot dead in the office, and 
the whole place was partly wrecked by a shell 
from a gunboat in the harbour.* 

* They can't get on without water, and if the 
drainage works are stopped the whole place will 
be decimated with Yellow Jack,' said Standen ; 

* they must be perfect fools to attack us.' 

' They are,' replied Wetherell, with convic- 
tion ; ' but they had the sense to leave us alone, 
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and the casualties whose pretty evidences you 
see in the case there were accidents.' 

' Heaven preserve us from any such acci- 
dents now,' said Standen. * It's bad enough, in 
all conscience, to have to live and work in this 
everlasting broil and heat, without the added 
amusement of the casual bullet and bombshell. 
However, I daresay it will all quiet down after a 
few free fights in the streets, and everything 
will go on as usual until the next upheaval. Any 
way, we must go on with our work,' and he 
turned to his correspondence, and Wetherell, 
taking the hint, went back into the outer office. 
When he was left alone, Standen sat thinking 
for some time : he had no intention of betraying 
the confidence of the President, and he did not 
wish to excite Wetherell's fears, for, in spite of 
his careless attitude, it was evident enough to 
Standen that his subordinate was very nervous 
as to the turn things were likely to take, and, 
should his fears be verified, a great responsi- 
bility might be laid upon Standen's shoulders, 
and the safety of Lois da Piera and of Miss 
Dodds might very easily depend upon his cour- 
age and quickness of resource. 

The work of the office was much interfered 
with through all that day, and the place was 
thronged with Boravians — whether fiscals or 
others in any way connected with the works ; 
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and the chatter and gesticulations of thes< 
excited individuals caused such a continued anc 
distracting uproar that Standen was only toe 
pleased when the hours of the working daj 
drew to a close, and his buggy was waiting tc 
convey him to the quiet of the Quinta de I05 
Mangos. 

Once or twice as the day had gone on thej 
had been within an ace of having a disturbance 
in the office itself, for party feeling evidentl) 
ran very high, and the partisans of Antonic 
Servetan, the reactionary editor of the ' Diario, 
were furious in their anger at the action of the 
Ministry, and loud in their expressions of disgust 
and their threats of reprisals, threats and ex- 
pressions which the other side were not slow tc 
resent. However, at last, with a sigh of relief 
Standen saw the doors of the office closed, anc 
climbed up into his buggy on his way home- 
wards. 
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CHAPTER XX 

THE SILVER COFFER 

' Theer's going to be a terrible rumpus, sir, or 
I'm very much mistook,' said Burch to his chief. 
* I couldn't do nothen with the niggers at all, 
and the works be most come to a standstill ; 
they was a chatterin' and a newsin' away like so 
many black rooks in a rookery. I reckon us be 
in for another Rosolio business. A lot of them 
little sogers come down to the works, too, and I 
thought at one time that they blacks would ha' 
gone for n^un : took me all my time to keep 
em in order, so it did.' 

Standen had sent Oliver to bring Burch 
to him after he had finished his dinner, and 
Burch, nothing loth, had brought his pipe 
with him, and the two were smoking on the 
verandah. 

Standen did not reply to him for a moment 
or two, for he had been anxiously thinking all 
the day of the troubles that seemed looming in 
the near future, and he was wondering in his 
mind whether he had better confide in Burch 

L 2 
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as to the safeguarding, or the possible escape, 
of the two ladies, or no. He knew that if any 
danger should arise he could thoroughly depend 
upon both the courage and the sagacity of his 
friend, and he also knew that Burch*s help in any 
such crisis as he apprehended would be price- 
less ; but at the same time he felt some difficulty 
in bringing the whole state of affairs to the 
sturdy Devonian's knowledge without the 
permission of the President. However, as he 
rapidly revolved these matters in his mind he 
came to the conclusion that, after all, he must 
seek Burch's help should trouble arise ; and, as 
he was absolutely certain of his followers 
discretion, and also of his personal devotion, he 
determined to tell him at least enough of the 
affair to forewarn him, and secure his help, for 
he did not know from one moment to another 
when the services of Burch might be required. 
As Standen came to this conclusion a clatter of 
hoofs was heard in the distance, and almost 
before he could look ' up a servant in the 
Presidential livery rode rapidly up the drive and 
stopped at the verandah steps. 

' From His Excellency the President,* said 
the man, dismounting and handing a letter to 
Standen, who tore open the cover as he stood 
at the foot of the steps. 

The letter was a very brief one, and merely 
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asked Standen to come to the Palace without 
fail on the next morning at eleven o'clock, the 
words * without fail ' being strongly underlined, 
and * Do not answer ' being added in a postscript, 
as a sort of after-thought. 

Standen dismissed the man with a gratuity 
and a few polite words, and slowly remounted 
the steps with the. letter in his hand. 

' I suppose I must tell you, Jan,' he said 
with a preoccupied air, as he tore the letter 
into very small fragments. * I know I can trust 
you most thoroughly ' 

' That's trew so you can, sir,' said Burch; 
earnestly, and very curious as to what was 
to follow. 

* Well, then,' Standen went on, * that letter 
was from the President. You're right 
enough, Jan, there's trouble ahead. God alone 
knows which way things will turn out. I 
can't tell you all I know, but I can and I 
must tell you this much, for I want your 
help.* 

* You shall hev it, sir, with a gude heart,' 
interrupted Burch. 

* It's about the President's daughter,' 
Standen went on in a low tone, not marking 
the great surprise Burch showed at his words, 
or the short exclamation they evoked. ' You 
see, Burch,' he proceeded, ' the President's 
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liberty, and even his life, may be in great danger, 
and he has no one in whom he can absolutely 
trust ; and, in point of fact, should anything 
happen to him, if things went wrong — and you 
know the madness and violence of these South 
American revolutions — you and I, Jan, will 
have to look after the safety of the Seiiorita 
and her aunt* 

* Aw, sir, I hope as 'tidn*t so bad as all that 
comes to,* said Burch ; * nobody wouldn't wish to 
hurt that lovely maiden ; but if so be as anybody 
does, yere's wan as'U do his little best to get her 
out of this gashly old country safe and sound, if 
it costs him his life.* 

* I knew it, Jan, I knew it,* cried Standen, 
grasping Burch's hand, *and when the time 
comes, if come it does, I shall look to you for 
help.* 

* I shouldn't wonder if it all fizzled out agen,* 
said John Burch, thoughtfully, after they had 
smoked on together in silence for a few moments ; 

* they*m always up to some barney or other in 
these yere hot latitoods : seems to be a kind of 
wholesome blood-letting like.* 

* I should not have had such an urgent call 
from the President unless he felt sure that 
things were coming to a head,* replied Standen. 

* No, Jan, I can*t tell you all about it, but I know 
enough to know that Da Piera is in a very 
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ticklish position, and if things go against him 
he may have to flee for his life, even if he 
escapes assassination.' 

* My ivers ! * cried Jan under his breath, * is 
it so bad as that ? * 

Just then Oliver came in to know whether 
anything more were wanted ; and soon the 
closing of the doors in the house told Standen 
and Burch that they were alone in the Quinta. 

* Excuse me for interrupting 'pin another 
subject,' said Jan, when the sound of the foot- 
steps of the small procession of the black 
servants had died away in the distance ; * but 
theer s that theer box as us discivered yester- 
day.' 

' Good heavens, Jan, of course there is ! 
For the moment the President's letter put every- 
thing else out of my mind ; you fetch it here, 
Jan.' 

* Aw, 'tes all safe enough. I've a putt 'un in the 
passage, sir. I gie mun a good washin' and polished 
a bit o' mun up last night, and he's silver right 
enough. I've got a fair-sized hammer and a 
steel wedge too, and it'll go hard wi' us if us 
doesn't get to the inside of thicky old box to- 
night,' and Burch went off and quickly returned 
with the coffer, which looked very different after 
the washing it had received ; and, taking from 
his pocket a heavy hammer and the steel wedge, 
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he placed the articles upon the table beside 
Standen. 

* Rather a risky business, Burch,' said 
Standen, as he poised the hammer in his hand 
and felt the thin edge of the steel implement ; 
* if we are not careful we shall smash up the 
whole affair/ 

* But usil be keerful,' replied Burch ; * you 
see, sir, IVe examined of *un, and though 
theer's a kayhole right enough, *tes praperly 
chucked up wi* muck, and if so be as 'twasn't, 
us hevn*t got no old ancient kay for to fit 'un. 
But see yere, sir,' he went on, handling the 
casket, and pointing out what he had found to 
Standen, ' heVe a bin buried so long that heVe 
a got rusted loose like, and the wards o* the old 
lock hev gived way a bit or summat. Any- 
ways, theer s a bit of a crack betwixt tap and 
bottom, and I zim, if us can get the wedge in, 
and gie mun a most terrible keerful tap wi* the 
hammer, us shall oppen mun, and us shan't do 
no such a girt dale of harm naythun' 

* I don't see any other way out of it myself,' 
said Standen after a pause ; * anyway, here goes ! ' 
and, placing the coffer endways on the floor of 
the verandah, he got Burch to go down on his 
knees and carefully place the wedge with the 
thin end against the slight opening in the silver 
box. 
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' Ready, Jan ? ' he asked, and, Burch 
nodding, ' Mind your fingers, man,' he said, 
and he gave a slight tap with the hammer. 

* Naw, 'tidn't muved, not wan bit,' said 
Burch disappointedly ; * you m tew aisy wi' mun, 
sir ; must knack mun a bit harder.' 

* I'm afraid of smashing the thing,' said 
Standen as he raised the hammer to try 
again. ' Look out,' and he gave a somewhat 
heavier blow. 

' 'Tidn't no use, sir,' said Burch with a sigh, 
as the obdurate casket still kept its secret ; 
' better let me hev a try : I won't break mun 
abroad, I promise 'ee.' 

'No, Burch, I shan't trust you, you wouldn't 
know how roughly you struck ; have patience, 
man, I shan't rest till we get the thing open, 
you may depend upon that.' 

' Aw, well, I reckon as you knaws best,' said 
Burch, as he again set the coffer in position ; 
* only yew must not be tew delicate, or us won't 
niver see the inside ; they'm a rottlin' praper, 
tew.' This time Standen put a little more force 
into his blow, and as he struck the wedge the 
old and rust-eaten lock gave way and the coffer 
flew open. In a moment the part of the floor 
of the verandah where they were was covered 
with glinting, scintillating gems — diamonds, 
sapphires, emeralds, and rubies rolled along 
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the polished floor in bewildering profusion, 
their colours plainly displayed in the bright 
light of the lamp. 

* Well, I be blamed ! ' cried Burch, who was 
groping about on the floor, raking together 
the stones into a heap. * These be diamonds, 
sure enough.' 

* Sh — sh, man,* said Standen in a loud 
whisper ; *don*t make such a row — weVe made 
noise enough with the knocking. By George, 
look here, Jan,' he went on, as he picked up 
the silver coffer, *this must be the great 
diamond in the list of the treasures.' 

The casket was divided into compartments 
by thin silver plates, and in the centre, embedded 
in some velvet-looking material, loose and rotten 
with age, was the afterwards far-famed Boravian 
diamond, which reft its unique honours from the 
* Mountain of Light ' itself, and splendidly shone 
forth in the Boravian regalia as the biggest and 
finest diamond in the world. 

* My ivers ! he's a whopper,' said Burch, as 
Standen took the stone from its resting-place, 
and it flashed and glittered in his hand. * I reckon 
he's worth a mort o' money.' 

* And here's the Ceylon ruby, and a huge 
sapphire,' Standen went on, replacing the 
diamond, and taking the other two stones from 
where they were set in a row in the casket 
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beside the great diamond. * What a trio ! 
Why, Jan, I don't know much about the value 
of gems, but there's enough here to make 
half a hundred fortunes, or I am very much 
mistaken.' 

* Aw, lor, to think as they little pebbles be 
worth so much money ; us could put mun all 
into wan big pocket,' said Burch. Standen did 
not answer him for a short while, for he was 
sorting the stones, and putting the diamonds, 
sapphires, emeralds, and rubies into their 
several compartments. 

* Look here, Jan,' he said at last, shutting 
down the lid of the coffer after a last look at its 
bewildering contents. * I remember you said 
** findings is keepings," but what on earth do 
you and I want with such fabulous wealth as 
this ? Just think, man : this is only a part, and 
possibly a small part, of these treasures ; they 
have been — so the parchment says — three 
hundred years in collecting, and that at a time 
when millions of money or money's worth was 
sent over to Spain in the galleons year after 
year. And then how are we to get it all 
away ? or get rid of all this stuff for its money's 
worth ? ' 

* What be goin' to dew wi' it, then ? ' 
asked Burch in a tone of surprise and disap- 
pointment. * Us hev found thase treasures fair 
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enough, at the risk of wer lives : nor they don*t 
belang to nobody, so fur as I can see.' 

J * Strictly speaking, Jan, the treasure belongs 

'A ! to the State.* 

* A praper State ! * cried Burch scornfully ; 

* why they'm all to a rummage even now, and 
if so be as yew gives mun up to the State, these 
miserable little darkies will levant wi' the 

I treasure, an' nobody won't never hear nothen 

': more of mun.' 

' You don't think this of President da 
Piera ? * asked Standen. 

* Naw, sir, I dew believe as he's a honest 
man, so fur as that goes, but ' 

* You believe, then, that he would act fairly 
by us ? ' asked Standen. 

' Yes, I dew,' replied Burch ; * 'tidn't he as I 
fear, 'tes those behind 'un.' 

' Now, Burch,' said Standen impressively, 

* I know more about the state of things out 
here than I can tell you just now. I know 

i enough to see that this find, coming just at 

i this nick of time, may be the salvation of the 

> country.' 

;, * Oh, darn the old country,* interrupted 

Burch ; ' they've a turned out the King, and the 

t whole place belongs to a pack o' hungry thiev- 

I ing raskils.' 

T * Supposing this treasure were the means of 
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getting rid of this scum, and setting the King 
firmly on his throne again ? * asked Standen, 
with a keen look at Burch. 

* 'Twould be a gude job, for certain,* he 
answered ; * but wheer do us come in ? I bean't 
more greedier nor most, but ' 

* I tell you, Jan, that, even if there were 
nothing more than what we have here, our 
proper legal share of the treasure trove would 
be an immense fortune ; and I should always 
feel like a thief if we kept all this fabulous 
wealth to ourselves. Hang it all, man, you don t 
want more than enough, do you ? ' 

* Naw,' said Burch rather sulkily ; *but what 
do *ee mane to dew, then ? * 

' Well, I am to see the President to-morrow 
at eleven, and I propose to take him into our 
confidence : to safeguard our interests we can 
keep possession of the bulk of these stones. I 
know all his plans, and I will get his permission 
to tell you what I know. You will then see 
what a godsend this find is to Boravia, and in 
the end we shall both be rich as Croesus, and 
honest as the day to boot.' 

* Well, sir, I ain't agen that,' said Burch ; 
* and I don't keer if you dew tell the gentleman, 
if so be as us kapes a tight 'and on the jools.' 

* Then that's all right,' he said to Burch, with 
a sigh of relief. ' And now I shall turn in, for 
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there's ticklish work ahead of us, or rm much 
mistaken.' 

* Bean't 'ee a goin* on wi' the treasure job, 
then ? * asked Burch disappointedly. 

* Not to-night, Jan,' said Standen ; * I'm stiff 
and sore with last night's work, and stupid for 
want of sleep.' 

' I'll hev another go in mezul then, if you've 
no objection,' said Burch. 

* Do as you like, man : only I advise you to 
get a good night's rest ; the stuff won't run 
away. ' 

John Burch shook his head, and, with a good- 
night to his chief, he left him, after seeing the 
silver casket and its precious contents securely 
locked up in Standen's bureau. 
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CHAPTER XXI 

THE STORM BREAKS 

In the midst of all his anxieties and excite- 
ments, Standen did not forget the state of worry 
at home which his father^s last letter had dis- 
closed, and now that the treasure was really 
found, and with it the certainty of considerable 
wealth, he determined to let Dr. Standen know 
enough of his good fortune to ease his mind, 
and give him courage to face the future with a 
good heart. As soon, then, as he had finished 
his breakfast the next morning, he sat down at 
his bureau, and he had just succeeded in con- 
cocting a letter which he hoped would satisfy his 
father without letting him know too much — for, 
indeed, the secret was not his alone — when 
Burch came into the room before starting for his 
duties at the extension works. 

' Tes all right, sir,' he said, coming close up 
to Standen, and speaking in a mysterious 
whisper. * I had a good go in last night at the 
pit you was a digging of, and I soon come down 
on summat as youll be glad to hear tell on : 'tes 
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the iron boxes as holds the gold dust and gold 
coins, I reckon. They'm one pin tap o* t'other, 
longer nor they are broad, and not very deep, 
but so heavy as lead. I be pretty strong, but 
'twas as much as I could do to muve the one 
'pin tap at all.' 

' Well, Jan, that proves what I told you last 
night, and the jewel coffer is only part of an 
immense treasure. I hope you're reconciled 
now to letting the President into the secret, and 
us taking our legal share ? ' 

' Aw, theer be enough and to spare for us 
all, for sartain,* replied Burch. * Howsoever, I 
shouldn't say naught about the jools yet awhile ; 
us can kape them till us sees how things be 
goin'.' 

* All right, Jan,' he replied, as he rose from 
his chair, and folded up his letter. * I must be 
off now ; I suspect I shall have a lot to tell 
you to-night.' 

Although it was early, for in the heat of 
Boravia work began betimes, there was the 
same stir and the same suppressed excitement 
in the streets of Santa Maria as Standen drove 
down to the office, and the faces of Wetherell 
and the rest of the staff wore a look of anxiety, 
while work seemed to be almost as much at a 
standstill here as it was at the extension. 

* Things are no quieter, I fear,' said Standen, 
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as Wetherell followed him into his private office. 
* No, sir, we didn*l get much sleep here in the 
city last night,* replied Wetherell ; * there is not 
much in the papers, it is true, but the Press is 
gagged, for there were yells and shoutings 
going on all night ; shots were heard too. They 
say many arrests have been made, and the 
prisons are full. It's a ghastly job, and I hope 
we shall get out of it with whole skins. I really 
think, sir, we ought to ask for some protection 
for the company's offices and works.' 

* If it is as bad as you fear, we certainly 
ought, and I will try and see the President him- 
self about it,' replied Standen, glad of an excuse 
for his visit to the Palace. 

The hired tilbury in which Standen was 
seated had much difficulty in making its way 
through the surging mass of the people, as, 
towards eleven o'clock, he drove to the Palace, 
and he noticed that an evident change had 
come over the soldiers and the police, who, 
instead of attempting to keep order and to 
break up the groups round excited mob orators, 
seemed in some cases to be passively looking on, 
and in others to be plainly fraternising with 
the people. 

As he got into the long wide street at whose 
end was the vast white Palace front, the mob 
became so thick that it was quite impossible 

M 
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Standen was wondering how long this state of 
things was going to last — for the Royalist 
party was thickly mustered round the gates, 
and already cries to force the gates were being 
raised — when there was a movement in the 
ranks, and as hoarse cries of command were 
heard, the lines of soldiers wheeled away from 
the wide steps of the Palace entrance, the doors 
swung open, and the President descended the 
steps, surrounded by a brilliant staff. Stopping 
half-way. Da Piera raised his hand, and addressed 
a few words to the troops, who responded with 
a general salute, and with cries of * Viva el 
Presidente,* cries taken up enthusiastically by 
the Republicans in the mob. As he ceased 
speaking, and the cries died down into silence, 
the soldiers formed a sort of lane, down which 
the President slowly made his way, surrounded 
by his staff, towards the gates, with the evident 
intention of trying to pacify the mob. 

* My God ! * cried Standen to himself. ' What 

utter madness ! He cannot know * and as 

he was thus thinking, at a word from Da Piera, 
the great gates swung open, the lines of soldiers 
closed in behind him, and the multitude 
poured into the square of the Palace, carrying 
Standen with it in its first onrush. -• The 
President, however, knew well what he was 
about, and, as he had rightly surmised, the array 
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of cavalry and infantry, and the black mouths 
of the cannon pointed towards them, kept the 
mob in check, and in a short time the cries with 
which they had rushed forward quieted down, 
and a grim, expectant silence settled on the 
scene. 

Again the President raised his hand, and his 
voice rang out clearly : * People of Boravia,' he 
began, * I am only here by your voice, elected 
by you President of this Republic. I have 
already called a session of the National Assem- 
bly, and if ' but as he came to this word the 

still quietness of the scene was suddenly broken 
by the sharp quick sound of a gunshot, and in 
a moment President da Piera, uttering a stifled 
cry, staggered and fell back into the arms of 
his aide-de-camp, who ran swiftly towards his 
chief as he saw him wavering. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

THE president's WOUND 

That there was much disaffection in the Bora- 
vian army was well known to the authorities, 
and there were plain reasons for believing that 
at any moment the troops might revolt and 
declare for the King, a movement Da Piera 
had been secretly working for for some time. 
I ndeed, he had at last, and after much hesitation, 
placed himself entirely in the hands of General 
Porfirio d*Arentas, the War Minister, who 
had been once a personal friend of the Presi- 
dent's, and who was known to be not too 
strongly attached to the Republic. So popular 
was he, however, with the soldiery that it was 
impossible to ignore his claims without provoking 
strong feeling, both on the part of officers and 
men, and thus it was that he held his important 
position, much against the wish of the Republi- 
can majority in the House of Deputies. He 
was, however, most jealously watched, and there 
were many Government spies in his entourage. 
President da Piera had succeeded in getting 
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at D'Arentas' real mind after a good deal of 
fencing. The stormy state of the political at- 
mosphere had precipitated matters, and, only 
the night before, a long and secret interview 
had taken place between the President and the 
Minister of War. Porfirio d' Arentas was astoun- 
ded at the President's attitude, for Da Piera had 
been elected by an overwhelming majority, and 
D'Arentas had regarded him as a renegade whose 
ambition had conquered his feelings of friend- 
ship and loyalty to the King, and rendered him 
callous to everything but his own advancement. 
It needed, then, strong proofs on Da Piera's 
part to convince D'Arentas that this apparently 
sudden change of front was not a trap, and 
not until he had read an autograph letter 
from Dom Francisco himself to Da Piera 
did the General believe in the President's sin- 
cerity. 

Once, however, convinced of Da Piera's 
loyalty, he threw aside all reserve, and, as he 
discussed the whole position from a Royalist point 
of view, he was more than surprised to find how 
deeply the President was in the King's confi- 
dence, and how earnestly he desired the King's 
return. As to the army, D'Arentas assured 
the President that it was largely a matter of 
money. Already there was talk of disbanding 
should the deferred pay not be forthcoming : the 
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Treasury was almost in a state of collapse, and 
both the President and the Minister of War 
shuddered to think of what the state of their 
unhappy country would be were these hungry, 
destitute hordes of armed men let loose on the 
community ; and they were both agreed that the 
troops would welcome any change which would 
ensure them their deferred pay, and regular 
pay in the future. Of this fact Porfirio 
d'Arentas had already — so he now told Da 
Piera — informed the King. But where to get 
the money was a question neither of them 
could answer, for the Republic of Boravia was 
almost in a bankrupt state, and neither the 
royal families in Europe with whom Dom 
Francisco was nearly connected, nor the great 
banking houses, would advance a single penny 
on such a risky business as the restoration of 
the Boravian monarchy. 

Nothing, then, could have been more inop- 
portune than the unlucky shot which had struck, 
and for the moment disabled, the President, 
for, almost before the sound of it had died 
away, all hopes of the troops declaring for the 
King were vanished ; for, regarding the shot as 
an act of defiance on the part of the mob, the 
whole force of the soldiery, both horse and foot, 
without waiting for any word of command, 
charged the seething mass of the populace, who 
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fled panic-stricken, leaving — a gruesome sight, 
— many dead and wounded on the ground. 

Standen, who had been in the forefront of 
the crowd, and not far from the group which 
had surrounded the President, had rushed for- 
ward the moment the shot was heard, and 
almost before Da Piera fell he was close beside 
him, unnoticed in the sudden confusion. 

The President was in a half-fainting condi- 
tion, supported by his aide-de-camp ; and an 
army surgeon, who got to the group surrounding 
him at the same moment with Standen, quickly 
found out the extent of his injuries. 

'The bullet has gone right through the 
fleshy part of the forearm,* he said, as with his 
scissors he deftly ripped up the coat-sleeve. 

Just then the President recovered himself, 
and, shaking himself free from the surgeon and 
the officer, he stood up, looking out on to the 
square before him, still in a dazed state. 

* My God ! ' he muttered, as he saw the 
space in front of him, a few minutes ago densely 
packed with an expectant multitude, and now 
empty save for the still bodies of the dead and 
the writhing forms of the wounded. * My God ! ' 
and then, as full consciousness returned to him, 
and he realised the state of affairs, * I must go 
at once into the city,' he cried, * and stop this 
terrible bloodshed. ' But even as he spoke and 
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took a quick step forward, he stumbled and 
almost fell, for the blood was pouring from the 
wound in his arm. 

* Excellency,' said the surgeon, taking hold 
of the wounded arm, * you can't do anything. 
General d'Arentas has already gone after the 
troops, and if you don't have your wound 
attended to at once I cannot answer for the 
consequences. You will bleed to death.' 

There was no need for him to use any 
more threatenings or persuasions, for Da Piera 
fell back in Standen's arms, and lay there un- 
conscious, fainting from loss of blood. 

The President's daughter and Miss Dodds 
had been watching the scene from an upper 
balcony in the Palace, and, although Da Piera 
had assured them over and over again that 
there was no danger, and that a few words 
from him would soon induce the people to 
disperse quietly, they were looking on at the 
angry multitude and listening to the hoarse 
shouts and cries with beating hearts. The 
pride, then, with which Lois saw the noble 
figure of her father advancing alone, and facing 
the crowd, and marked the sudden hush which 
greeted his appearance, was not unmixed with 
fear, and a cry of horror and anguish escaped 
her as she heard the sudden sound of the shot, 
and saw the President stagger and fall back. 
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Followed by her aunt, she rushed quickly to her 
father's help, and she got across the wide 
square and reached his side just as he fell for 
the second time. 

* Father ! my dearest father ! They have 
killed him,' she cried breathlessly, as she knelt 
down by his side, and, seizing his right hand, she 
kissed it and stroked it fondly. 

* Calm yourself, Seflorita,' said the surgeon, 
who was rapidly making a tourniquet with his 
handkerchief ; ' the President is not dead, thanks 
to God : he has fainted from loss of blood. We 
must get him into the Palace at once : he will 
be as well as ever in a few days, I doubt not' 

* Oh, God be thanked ! God be thanked ! ' 
said Lois, in a tone of intense gratitude. * I 
thought that he was dead,' and the sudden 
revulsion of feeling forced the tears into her 
eyes. 

And, indeed. Da Piera presented a woeful 
spectacle as he lay on the blood-stained ground, 
his head supported on Standen's knee, his face 
white and wan, his eyes closed, and his gar- 
ments all covered with the blood from his 
wound. 

Assisted by Lois and the aide-de-camp, for 
Miss Dodds seemed stupefied, and stood by 
uttering incoherent words and wringing her 
hands, the surgeon soon stopped the flow of 
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the blood, and, rising from his knees, he looked 
around for some means of getting his patient 
to the Palace. 

The artillerymen had left their guns and 
joined in the rush on the mob, and the whole 
square was deserted save for the pitiful figures 
on the ground and a frightened group of black 
servants who were huddled together and chatter- 
ing vociferously in the porte-cochere in front of 
the Palace. 

* One of the long cane chairs from the 
verandah,' said Lois quickly, speaking to 
Standen, and she took his place, tenderly rest- 
ing her father's head in her lap as she knelt 
down. 

Standen nodded, and hastening across the 
square, and beckoning to the little crowd of 
servants in the porch the while, he soon re- 
assured them as to the President's safety, and 
returned with some of the men carrying the 
chair ; and in a very short time the melancholy 
procession was formed, the servants carrying 
their master, and Lois walking by his side and 
holding his hand, Standen and the surgeon 
following with Miss Dodds, who still hardly 
seemed to realise what she was doing, and 
stumbled on in a dazed state in the wake of the 
others. 

Lois had no eyes for anyone save her 
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father, who seemed to be recalled to life by the 
movement ; and the surgeon assuring him that 
there really was no danger, Standen felt that 
his further presence savoured of intrusion, and 
after soothing Miss Dodds's fears, and getting 
her into something like a sensible frame of 
mind, he shook hands with that lady, and, with 
a valedictory nod to the aide-de-camp, he turned 
back as soon as he had seen the President 
safely carried into the Palace. 
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CHAPTER XXIII 

A LULL 

As Standen recrossed the square the anxious 
friends of the dead and wounded had already 
crept fearfully back from the rout, and their 
grief-stricken cries mingled with the moanings 
of the hurt and dying. It was a harrowing 
sight, and though he was full of anxiety as to 
the safety of Wetherell and the stafif at the 
office, he could not resist the piteous appeals 
with which the air resounded, and he was soon 
busily employed in carrying water to the 
sufferers, at the risk of a sunstroke, too, for 
there was nothing for it but for him to fill and 
refill the soft felt hat he had been wearing, and, 
bare-headed in the broiling heat, to carry the 
water from the great fountain in the middle of 
the square to the wounded citizens. Soon, too, 
a number of vehicles drove into the square, and 
Standen was helping to raise one of the last of 
the dead bodies into a cart, when he heard his 
name called, and, quickly turning round, he saw 
Burch, whose face was streaming with perspira- 
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tion, and who was almost breathless with the 
haste with which he had run to seek his chief. 

* My ivers ! but I be glad for tew see 'ee/ 
he panted out as he grasped Standen's hand ; 
'but you bean't hurted, be ee?* he asked 
anxiously. And well might he ask, for Standen 
was a terrible sight — his clothes and his hands 
all stained with blood, some from the President 
and some from the wounded and dead he had 
been helping and lifting, while his face was 
white with heat and fatigue. 

* No, Tm all right, thank God,' said Standen, 

* or I shall be when I Ve got rid of all this hor- 
rible mess.* 

* Do *ee come home to once, sir,' said Burch, 
hailing a tilbury which was jgoing away empty 
the last of the wounded having been carried off. 

* You'll hev the faver, for certain. Aw, I be 
glad for to see 'ee alive ' 

* I can't go home yet, Jan,' said Standen, 
as he wearily walked towards the carriage. ' I 
must go to the office. Heaven only knows 
what has happened there.' 

* 'Tes all right, sir,' said Burch : * I've only 
just come from theer. I runned off theer so 
soon as us heard of this barney at the works. 
They was just a coming to seek 'ee. Measter 
Wetherell — ah, here be they two young gentle- 
men,' and, as he spoke, two of the juniors from 
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the office hurried up, nearly as relieved as Burch 
himself to see their chief safe and sound. 

* We could not get away before/ explained 
one of them ; * the street was blocked from 
end to end. The soldiers are simply mad, 
slashing into the people with their swords, 
and shots flying in every direction. As soon 
as we heard of the President's death ' 

* He is not dead. I left him only a short 
while ago in the surgeon s hands — a shot wound 
in the arm. He will soon be all right again,' 
said Standen. 

* Why, they were all yelling out that Da 
Piera was assassinated,' said the young man. 
* Well, we got away as soon as we could, for 
Mr. Wetherell was in a terrible way about you, 
sir.' 

* I'm just going to the office,' said Standen. 

* Axing your pardon for meddlin', and mekin' 
so bold,' said Burch, * but 'tes all right theer, as 
these two young gentlemen can tell 'ee, and 
you'm not fit for tiothen but a bath and a bade.' 

The young men chimed in with Burch, and 
at last persuaded Standen to let the driver turn 
his horse's head towards the Quinta de los 
Mangos. 

* 'Tes a pretty old caper, this,' remarked 
Burch, as they drove through the now deserted 
streets, and saw how the windows along their 
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route were all closely barred. * I only hope as 
these murderin' rasklls hevn't tooked it into their 
heads to stick up the Quinta : theer s all them 
jools in your desk, sir/ 

* It isn't likely they'd get out so far as that/ 
said Standen wearily, for he felt half-dead with 
the heat and the fatigue. 

* I bean't so sure about that,' said Burch ; 
* they've got a down on us Britishers in both 
parties, and I did hear as some of them hev 
attacked the Embassy. Lend a man money 
and make an enemy of him, as the sayin' is, and 
these Boravians owes us more than all the rest 
putt together.' 

Burch's fears, however, proved to be un- 
grounded. The disturbances in the city had 
evidently not reached the quiet suburb in which 
was the Quinta de los Mangos, and they found 
Oliver and his family going on in the ordinary 
course, apparently but little troubled by the 
excitement in Santa Maria. Standen's wan 
and blood-stained appearance, however, struck 
terror into the old butler, who appeared at the 
head of the steps at the sound of the wheels of 
the tilbury. His master left Burch to answer 
his many questions, and made his way to his 
room, whence he soon emerged with all the 
signs of the day's events removed, save only the 
lassitude and weariness. 

N 
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' 'Tidn't much use me going to the works,* 
said Burch the next morning ; ' none o* they 
naygurs won't turn up. They'm all so mad as 
hatters, and not a stitch of work'U be doed till 
all this rumpus be over, wan way or t'other. I 
seem I '11 bide home an' have a gude go in at 
the treasure, if so be as the watter'U let me : 
'tes going to be a long job, that theer.' 

* So do, Jan,' said Standen, who was look- 
ing as fit and as strong as ever after a good 
night's rest. 

Standen, in truth, had hardly heard what 
Bufch was saying, so full of thought and 
anxiety was he. His first duty was to the Santa 
Maria Waterworks Company, and Sir George 
Graves had made no mistake in appointing his 
proUgd to his important position, for in the 
midst of all these various excitements he did 
not for one instant forget his responsibility, and, 
though his heart and mind were full of the thought 
of Lois da Piera, and though the dangers in 
front of her and her father were constantly be- 
fore him and impelled him almost irresistibly to 
make his way as quickly as he could to the 
Palace, yet he fought against this overmastering 
desire, and drove as quickly as he could to the 
scene of his duties. 

He was reassured to see a sort of lull in the 
state of affairs in the city, for, though here and 
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there barred windows showed the apprehen- 
sions of the more timid, for the most part the 
streets presented almost their normal appear- 
ance, and the only evidences of the rioting of 
the day before were the smashed jalousies in 
many of the houses and the unusual number of 
police and soldiers patrolling the streets. 

* Well, sir,' said Wetherell, who was looking 
as stout and as genial as ever ; * it's all over but the 
shouting. The soldiers made a clean sweep of it 
yesterday, and there isn't going to be a revolu- 
tion this time : and a precious good job for us 
here, I can tell you. I suppose you've heard 
about the Embassy ? ' 

* Burch told me of some rumours ' 

* Rumours ! ' interrupted Wetherell. * It was 
a precious narrow squeak. The soldiers only just 
got there in time yesterday : if they had been a 
few minutes later the mob would have wrecked 
the place and murdered the whole crew, and then 
we should have had gunboats to the fore, and 
all the rest of it. A precious narrow squeak.' 

* Any news of the President ? ' asked 
Standen, taking up a paper, and with an 
assumed carelessness which he was very far 
from feeling. 

* Oh, he's all right. Got a hole in his arm ; 
lost a lot of blood. Best thing that could happen 
that fellow shooting him : it's turned the army 
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round to him, for I hear they had half a mind 
to declare for the King.' 

* Tm glad it's no worse/ said Standen ; and 
as all seemed quiet enough, and things were 
evidently gradually settling down to their 
ordinary routine at the office, as soon as he had 
got through the more urgent of the business 
matters which had awaited him he left the 
place, and, hailing a tilbury, made his way to the 
Palace. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 
standen's good news 

All traces of the previous day's fatal disturb- 
ances were removed already, and the Palace 
and its surroundings showed no tokens of the 
rioting, save that a squad of black employes was 
busily engaged in scraping and sweeping the 
gravel in the great square, whistling and singing 
unconcernedly the while. 

There was a bulletin posted on one of the 
outer columns of the porte-cocherey informing 
the public that * H. E. the President had passed 
a good night, and was going on well ; ' and as 
Standen was reading this the major-domo came 
forward, and, greeting him politely, told him that 
His Excellency would see him. All the servants 
at the Palace were devoted to their master, who 
was kindness and courtesy itself, and it was 
evident that the major-domo was grateful to 
Standen for his timely help of the day before. 

The bright and happy look in Lois da 
Piera's face, as she came into the room into 
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which Standen was shown, was evidence enough 
that the bulletin told the truth. 

' I never thanked you yesterday/ she said as 
she shook hands ; * but I do thank you now from 
my heart. It was so good and brave of you to 
run forward to my father's help.' 

* It did not want much bravery to do that/ 
returned Standen with a smile ; * indeed, if I 
had stayed where I was I might have got a 
shrewd slash from one of your little Boravian 
soldiers.' 

' Ah, but you did not know that,' she per- 
sisted ; * you only thought of him.' 

Standen had an idea that the thought of the 
entrancing person before him might have had 
something to do with his movements of yester- 
day, but he had the sense to keep his thoughts 
to himself. 

* It was his heart they aimed at,' she went on, 
with a shudder. * The bullet went through his 
left arm : it was close to his side. I — I thought 
he was killed,' and the tears welled up in the. 
dark eyes as the memory of the terrible scene 
came over her. 

'Thank God, Senorita, he is safe,' said 

Standen. * I had a letter from him : he wanted 

' to see me, and I was trying to get to the Palace 

when the mob stopped me. I thought it must 

be some danger to you and to Miss Dodds that 
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he wished to see me about ; but all danger must 
be over now ' 

* I do not care for anything now that my 
dear father is safe,' she said, interrupting him ; 
* but, indeed, the danger is not over, for — but 
hush — hush,' she whispered as Miss Dodds 
came into the room. 

All traces of yesterday' s excitement were gone 
from Miss Dodds's face, upon which, indeed, 
an expression of pleased contentment shone, for 
Miss Dodds was a born nurse, and, while she 
was truly sorry for the President's wound, and 
grateful that he had escaped with his life, at 
the same time this opportunity to exercise her 
natural gifts brought her a satisfaction she could 
not disguise, and indeed proved a perfect god- 
send to all concerned, for in her excessive and 
somewhat irksome care of her patient she had 
so much to engross her that the dangers and 
troubles ahead came upon her quite unexpec- 
tedly, and the plans of the President and Lois 
and Standen were not embarrassed by the sus- 
picions and fears of the ultra- timid woman. 

* We can never be thankful enough to you, 
Mr. Standen,' she said as she came into the 
room. * I saw you from the balcony, running to 
his help in the face of the crowd : indeed, that 
is the last thing I did see, for, what with the 
horrible fear of being murdered, and the running 
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down the stairs, and along the passage, and 
across the square, in the heat, I was so upset 
that I hardly know anything about it It's a 
terrible place — so different from what it was 
when my dear father, Sir Luttrell, was Ambas- 
sador and the dear King But I must not 

forget my message. The President would like 
to see you. I told him he must keep quiet, and 
not talk or excite himself, but he will see you — 
and I don't wonder, for he wants to thank you ; 
but you will, I know, be careful not to let him 
talk too much,' and as she went on in her usual 
rambling way she led Standen to the Presi- 
dent's room, and left him at the door, satisfied 
with his reiterated assurances that he would be 
careful with her patient. 

The jalousies were all closed, and the room 
was very dark, for the heat was intense, and 
everything was done to keep the wounded man 
as cool as possible. Da Piera was lying in a 
chaise longuSy propped up with pillows, and with 
his arm in a sling, and as soon as Standen's 
eyes became used to the half-light he noticed 
how deadly pale the President was, and how 
brightly his dark eyes gleamed in the white 
setting of his face. 

* I cannot rise,' said Da Piera, as Standen 
came up to his couch. * It is all nonsense, I 
think, for, save feeling weak, I am as well 
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as ever I was,' and he held out his hand to 
Standen. 

* I am only glad it is no worse,' said Standen, 
as he drew up a chair close to the President. 
' It seemed to me to be touch and go yesterday, 
and at one time I feared the mob would rush 
the soldiers in the Palace Square, and then 
God only knows what would have happened. 
Everything now, however, seems to have 
quieted down, and I hope we have seen the 
last of the dmeute, though the Senorita is still 
nervous.' 

* Ah, and with reason,' said Da Piera ; 'and 
that is why I wanted to see you. Nothing 
could have been worse for us than that unlucky 
shot. From the very day of the late King's 
forced abdication I have devoted my life, my 
means, and all my powers to the restoration of 
the monarchy, not only from personal affection 
for his son Dom Francisco, but also because it 
means, I am convinced, the salvation of my 
unhappy country. It is with this end in view 
alone, as I told you before, that I have plunged 
into the muddy waters of Boravian politics, and, 
through means I hate to think of, have at last 
got to the Presidential chair. And now, just at 
the moment when everything was in train, and 
D'Arentas and I had come to a clear under- 
standing — when, as he assured me, only money 
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was wanted to get the troops over to the King's 
side — this unhappy shot has upset everything, 
and the chicanery, the bribing, and the false 
pretences must begin all over again,' and the 
President paused, and seemed sunk in gloomy 
thoughts. 

* I can't quite see matters as you do,' said 
Standen at last. * It was the defiance of the shot 
that exasperated the troops : the position was 
strained and tense, and in a moment, and with- 
out thinking, they charged the mob, shooting 
down and sabring Republicans and Royalists 
alike.' 

* But the troops were on the side of the 
Government,' said Da Piera, *and this will be 
known by now, not only through all the States 
of Boravia, but all over the world. Dom 
Francisco has been already told by D'Arentas 
that the army only waits its pay to come over 
to the King's side, and already the King and his 
friends in Europe are doubtless using this fact 
to raise the necessary funds, and the news of 
yesterday's events will give the lie to D'Arentas, 
and everything will be stopped. We can do 
nothing, of course, without the army, and not a 
sou can be raised in Europe after this fiasco.' 

* Do you think, if the necessary funds were 
forthcoming, that the army might still be won 
over ? ' asked Standen. 
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^ I do most certainly think so/ replied the 
President. * Both officers and men are sick to 
death of the promises of the Republic, promises 
for which, in my extraordinary position, I am 
held responsible ; and money I must have, for, 
if some part of the back pay be not forthcoming, 
the army will disband, as I warned you before, 
and the whole country be reduced to anarchy. 
Was ever man in such a position ? The King, 
D'Arentas, and you alone know the truth : not 
even Dom Francisco's most trusted friends are 
in the secret, which was kept from D'Arentas 
himself until the very last moment,* and again 
the President lapsed into a gloomy silence. 

* If it is only money that is wanted, Senor 
da Piera,' said Standen, *it is waiting for 
you.' 

* Waiting for me ? Good God, man, do 
you know what you are saying ? * exclaimed the 
President, rising in his chair, and staring at 
Standen as if he thought him mad. * Why, 
every device has been tried : my own estates have 
been mortgaged to the last penny, the country 
is bankrupt, and you say the money is waiting 
for me!' and he sank back exhausted in his 
chair, still staring at Standen. 

* I am perfectly sane, and I know what I 
am saying. The money is waiting for you, and 
moreover, it is Boravian money. Do you 
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remember/ he hastily continued, making a 
deprecatory movement with his hand as the 
President again rose and began to speak, *do 
you remember speaking to me about the trea- 
sures of the Jesuits ? * 

* The treasures of the Jesuits ? ' repeated 
Da Piera. ' Why, you don't mean to say ' 

* Indeed, then, I do,' said Standen excitedly. 
' The treasures are found. Burch and I have 
found them, through what chances and adven- 
tures I will tell you another time ; but they are 
there, in a cave in the Monte de la Capilla — 
wealth incalculable — gold dust, coins, and 
precious stones.* 

* My God, it cannot be true,' muttered the 
President. ' I must be dreaming.' 

* I tell you, sir, solemnly, that the treasures 
are there, and, to convince you that I am not 
romancing, see here,' and he handed the Presi- 
dent the Great Diamond. 
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CHAPTER XXV 

A WAY OUT OF THE DIFFICULTY 

As soon as Standen had placed the precious 
stone in the President's hand he went to the 
window and opened a small crack in the 
jalousies : a thin ray of the sun pierced the 
gloom of the chamber, and in its light the 
marvellous gem sparkled brilliantly from its 
many facets. 

Da Piera was for the moment dumbfounded 
at the obviously immense value of the diamond, 
and he seemed fascinated by its glinting and 
gleaming. 

* Remember,* said Standen, who was regard- 
ing him curiously, * this is only one, though it 
is by far the most valuable of these treasures. 
There are hundreds of other stones — diamonds, 
rubies, sapphires, and emeralds — to say nothing 
of the hoards of coin and gold dust,' and as he 
spoke he drew the Superior of the Jesuits' 
parchment from his pocket, and, marking the 
list of the treasures with his finger, he handed 
the discoloured and ancient document to the 
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President. At this moment a knock at the 
door recalled Da Piera to himself, and, hastily 
thrusting the stone into his pocket, and letting 
the document fall to the ground on the side of 
his chair furthest from the door, he called out 
to the person knocking, to enter, and, the door 
opening, the substantial form of Miss Dodds 
appeared on the threshold. 

* I am sorry to interrupt you, Hilario,' she 
said as she came into the room ; ' but the 
doctor s orders are strict, you know, and you 
were to be kept very quiet. It is time, too, 
for you to take your medicine. I am sure Mr, 
Standen will excuse you.' 

*0h, he has done me a world of good 
already,' said Da Piera, with a meaning smile at 
Standen. * We shall not be very much longer. 
By the way,' he went on, as he handed back 
the emptied medicine measure, * will you please 
send Lois to me ? There is a letter I want her to 
write for me. She is my amanuensis now that I 
am Aors de combat^ he explained to Standen. 

Miss Dodds protested volubly, and with 
uplifted hands, at such disobedience to the 
doctor's orders, but Da Piera persisted, and, 
with vigorous shakings of the head, the worthy 
lady at last retired to do her brother-in-law's 
bidding. 

' Miss Dodds knows nothing of the state of 
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affairs here/ explained the President. * I believe 
she would go out of her mind with fear if she 
did ; but my daughter knows all. She is a 
sensible girl, and by no means timid, and, in 
fact, I have had to tell her everything, for the 
two ladies may be forced to flee from the 
Palace at any moment' 

* Good heavens, it surely cannot be as bad 
as that now,' cried Standen. 

* Indeed, then, it is,' replied Da Piera grimly, 
as he took up the dropped paper from the 
floor. * I cannot trust a soul here. I have 
reason to believe that some suspicions concern- 
ing me are already aroused. There are spies 
everywhere, and if the cry of treason to the 
Republic were started my life would not be 
worth an hour's purchase.' 

As he finished speaking, and before Standen 
could reply, the latter's heart gave a bound as 
the door softly opened, and the tall and slender 
form of his beloved came into the room. 

* Dearest father,' she said, as she came up 
and kissed him. Through the slight opening 
in the jalousie the sun struck across the chaise 
longuCy and the President's face was clearly seen 
in the light. 

* Why, dearest,' she exclaimed in a tone of 
glad surprise, *you look so much better and 
brighter. Auntie and I were afraid your long 
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talk with Mr. Standen would fatigue you, and 
I have strict injunctions to get rid of you, sir, 
as soon as I can,' and she smiled as she looked 
at Standen. * But you have done good instead 
of harm.' 

* See here, Lois,' said the President ; * this is 
a sample of the kind of medicine Mr. Standen 
has been giving me,' and he took the diamond 
from his pocket, and handed it to his daughter. 

Lois da Piera had all a woman's love for 
beautiful gems, and an expression of surprised 
delight escaped her as she turned the magnifi- 
cent stone about in her fingers. 

* Oh, father,' she cried, * it is surely priceless 
— the most splendid diamond in the whole 
world ! Why, wherever did you get such a mag- 
nificent stone from ? ' and she turned to Standen. 

* And that is not all, Lois,' said her father, 
as he held up the parchment. * Listen here,' and 
he read out the list of the treasures, with a fond 
lingering over the details of this immense hoard 
of wealth. 

* But — but — what does it all mean ? ' she 
cried, as her father finished reading the list. 

* Why, my darling, it means the salvation 
of Boravia; it means the restoration of our King; 
it means peace and plenty and prosperity to 
our country. But let Mr. Standen tell you : we 
owe it all to him,' and he lay back on his couch 
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with an expression of keen delight on his face, 
as Standen, nothing loth, unfolded to the 
Seiiorita the whole story of his and Burch's 
adventures in the finding of the treasures of 
the Jesuits. 

Da Piera did not lie back for long, however, 
for, as Standen rapidly went on with his story, 
he soon shared the excitement of his daughter 
at the discovery of the passage, at Burch's 
narrow escape, and at the finding of the pil- 
lared treasure chamber and the silver box 
of jewels. 

* By the way,' said Standen, when he came 
to this part of the narration, * I shall get into 
friend Burch's black books. I was to keep the 
** jools," as he calls them, as a sort of pledge. 
Indeed, I verily belie ve he more than half wanted 
to keep the whole vast pile to himself and me, 
though what he would do with such immense 
wealth is a curious question.' 

' He need not be afraid,' said the President, 
* the finders' share will be riches enough and to 
spare if this parchment tells the truth ; and the 
King and I will surely see that neither you nor 
he are defrauded.' 

* There is much to be done yet,' said Standen, 
when he had finished his tale. * Burch tells me 
that the iron boxes of gold dust are too heavy for 
even him to move. There is much treasure still 

o 
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buried in the chamber, and one can only work 
when the tide is out. It is hkely to be a long 
affair ; and, even when we have laid all the trea- 
sure bare, there is the getting it away.' 

* No one must know but the King,' said Da 
Piera, 'for you can easily guess what would 
happen if any hints of the treasure got about ; 
and there are people always searching for it, 
even now. No, there is nothing for it that I can 
see but for you to go on as you have begun, and 
when it is all ready we must devise some means 
of getting it out of the cave,' and the President 
paused, and thought for a while over the 
problem. 

* I have it ! ' he exclaimed, at last breaking 
the silence that had fallen on the little party. 
* The man-of-war ! The treasure chamber gives 
on to the sea. Now the King of Asturia, Dom 
Francisco's uncle, will help with all his power to 
restore him to his throne : it is only the utter 
hopelessness of things that is holding him back. 
Indeed, he may bestirring even now : D' Arentas* 
news of the army will have reassured him. I 
must see D' Arentas at once ! ' he cried, remem- 
bering himself. * Lois, ring the bell, there's not 
a moment to lose. Good heavens ! in all this 
excitement of the treasure I have let the time 
slip by ' 

As he was thus confusedly speaking the 
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black footman came in and an equerry was 
sent with an urgent message to the Minister 
of War. 

* D'Arentas must be told that the pay is 
ready for the troops, though how I am to ex- 
plain I cannot tell. However, it will come. 
Some story must be devised : set your keen 
wits to work, Lois.' 

* The gold dust can easily be converted into 
cash here,* said Standen: *it is always, being 
brought into the city from the mines of 
Parania.' 

* Yes, yes — but such a weight as will be 
wanted,' interrupted Da Piera impatiently. 

* Then the stones, father ; some of the 
Boravian diamonds can be sold without sus- 
picion. And as to General D'Arentas,' she went 
on, * the European mail came in yesterday ; 
could you not ' 

* Of course — how was it I did not think of 
it ? You are right, my dear, and indeed I have 
a letter from Dom Francisco's agents in London 
— the usual recital of hopeless negotiations, 
delays, and so forth. The end must justify the 
means for once, and this dismal letter must 
contain advices of large money help ; ' and the 
troubled look faded out of the President's face 
as these ways out of the intricate affair pre- 
sented themselves. 
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* But the man-of-war, sir ? ' queried Standen ; 
* you were saying ' 

*Ah, yes, it was about getting the money 
away. The King of Asturia will put a man- 
of-war at the absolute disposal of Dom Francisco 
as soon as he is assured of any possibility of his 
restoration, and you may be certain it will not 
be long now before the King of Boravia is on 
his way to his kingdom ; and, can't you see ? 
the bulk of the treasure can be put aboard, and 
in the end taken to Europe, and disposed of 
there. But D*Arentas will be here in a few 
moments, and we must avoid even the appear- 
ance of suspicion. So, sir,' and he turned to 
Standen, * you must not be seen here with the 
President. I shall leave you to discuss the 
getting rid of some of the gold and the stones 
with my daughter. I must think hard, for I 
cannot trust even D'Arentas. Your news has 
put new life and hope into a desperate and 
miserable man,' he added with emotion, as he 
shook hands heartily with Standen, who followed 
Lois da Piera out of the room, his mind full of 
joy at the turn things had taken, and also of 
hope that the treasure trove might bring him 
what he valued more than all the gold of 
Golconda or the diamonds of Boravia — viz. the 
hand of the President's daughter. 
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CHAPTER XXVI 

BETTER THAN DIAMONDS AND GOLD 

The memory of the last interview in the 
Botanical Gardens, when Miss Dodds had 
interrupted what was perilously near a declara- 
tion on Standen's part, was present in both their 
minds as Lois da Piera led the way to her own 
private sanctum, and a sense of restraint and 
confusion was upon them both as Lois seated 
herself and motioned to Standen to follow her 
example. For a moment or two there was an 
embarrassed silence between the two, and 
Standen was looking earnestly at her, and 
thinking how lovely she was, as, with downcast 
eyes and the long silken lashes showing against 

her slightly flushed cheeks, she avoided his 
ardent gaze. 

* We can never be grateful enough to you,' 
she said at last, raising her eyes and flashing at 
him a glance which thrilled him with a name- 
less delight. ^Your prompt help to my dear 
father in his danger yesterday — and now this 



198 The President of Boravia 

wonderful discovery, and all that it means — 
why, it seems fated that you should be our 
good genius.' 

* Indeed, I have done nothing,' said Standen, 
rising impulsively and coming over to her side, 
for he was intoxicated with the girl's beauty, 
and scarcely knew what he was doing. * I 
would give up my life for you,' he cried, 
trying to take her hand. 

A warm flush suffused her face and neck as 
in much confusion she waved him back. * But 
you do not know what this means to my father,' 
she went on, somewhat haltingly, for she could 
not but see Standen's agitation, and she had a 
curious sense of apprehension at the declaration 
she felt to be trembling on his lips. * His whole 
life is given up to the King's cause, and all 
seemed so dark and hopeless ' 

But Standen was not to be denied : the 
nearness of the girl he adored so passionately, 
the subtle fragrance of her presence, took from 
him all prudence and all hesitation, and, de- 
spite a nervous shrinking on her part, and a 
shy drawing back, he seized her hand, and, 
bending down he dared passionately to kiss 
it. 

* Lois,' he said, in low tones of suppressed 
excitement, * I can bear it no longer. I must 
tell you how you are all my life to me. I think 
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of you all day, I dream of you at night — 
dearest, I dare to love you with all my heart 
and soul. Ah, look up and let me see that you 

forgive my presumption ' 

But the beautiful girl was silent, though her 
bosom was heaving with the quick, agitated 
beatings of her heart, and she still looked away 
from him, though he held her hand in a firm, 
warm clasp. 

* You do not love me,' he said at last, in a 
tone of deep despondency. * Ah, why should 

you ? How could I dare to think But, 

Seiiorita, at least forgive one who would gladly 
die for you, and whose life now * 

Lois had withdrawn her hand from his, and 
had covered her burning face, and as Standen 
was thus distractedly craving her forgiveness, 
a sob escaped her, and he saw the tears 
coming through her slender fingers. 

* Ah, what have I done ! * he cried remorse- 
fully. * I cannot bear to see you in this trouble ! 
Would to God I had not spoken ! Senorita, I 
will leave you — be assured that I will never 
again presume * 

But as he turned to go, in great agitation, 
another sob broke from the girl, and as he 
hesitated to leave her, and was earnestly 
looking at her, a slight sign with her hand 
caused him to stay, and almost made his 
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heart stop beating with the sudden revulsion 
of joy. 

* Dare I hope ? ' he cried, as he swiftly 
came close to her again. But he did not 
need any answer in words, for Lois rose from 
her chair as he drew near, and, with a look of 
love which Standen never forgot to his dying 
day, she tottered and fell into the warm em- 
brace of her lover, who held her tightly clasped, 
as if no power on earth or in heaven should 
part them, and showered kisses on face and 
hair and lips, murmuring soothing words of 
comfort and of love the while. 

It is to be feared that the disposal of the gems 
and gold dust of the treasures did not get on 
very far that morning. Standen could scarcely 
realise that all the hopes and fears of the last few 
months were turned to joyous certainties, and 
it seemed as if the few lover's privileges which 
Lois*s coyness after her first abandon — of which, 
indeed, she had a naive sense of shame — allowed 
him were not enough to assure him of the fulness 
of his happiness, and she had with many a 
blush, and shy words spoken with averted 
looks, to tell him more than once that she did 
love him, Standen, before he could come to his 
sehses, and discuss matters with his newly 
betrothed in a coherent manner. 

* But what will the President say ? ' he 
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asked at last, not unnaturally anxious on this 
all-important point. * I shall, of course, speak 
to him at once, and Heaven only knows how 
he will take it/ 

* He likes you so well, and now he is so 
grateful to you, Mr. St * 

* My friends usually call me Jack,' said 
Standen with a smile. 

* Well, Jack, then,' she said, flushing ador- 
ably, so that Standen was forced — but, indeed, 
the transports of lovers are interesting only to 
themselves, and may safely be left to the 
imagination of others. 

* I am not sure that father does not already 
think that you — that I — ah, well. Jack dear, 
I may tell you that ever since that meeting of 
ours in the Gardens, and indeed before that, 
my aunt, who is a most romantic person, you 
must know, and a great admirer of Mr. Stan- 
den, has been making my life a burden to me 
with her hints and questions and innuendoes. 
So I expect that the President of Boravia, great 
man as he is, will not be so formidable, after 
all. But seriously. Jack, what should you 
fear ? Particularly now, when, as you know, 
we owe everything to you. Why, with these 
treasures you are a most eligible partly and 
perhaps poor Lois da Piera may have to wear 
the willow "i ' 
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But that there was no chance of the Presi- 
dent s daughter coming to such a dismal fate 
was plainly shown by Standen*s immediate 
actions. 

During a slight pause in the conversation, 
the deep booming of the great Palace clock was 
heard as it struck twelve. 

* Twelve o'clock/ exclaimed Lois. * How 
the time has passed/ and she gave a sigh of great 
contentment. * Now, Jack, you really must go/ 
she went on. * Father is sure to be wanting me 
if, as I expect. General D'Arentas has left 
him. You know he cannot leave his room, and 
there is so much to be done and seen to.* 

* There ! ' she cried, * that is his bell. Do 
not write to him or see him until you have 
heard from me,* and with a tender embrace the 
two parted, Lois to her fathers room and 
Standen to the office. 

* Why, Lois, what have you been about ? ' 
said the President impatiently. * The General 

has gone long ago, and you know I My 

dear girl, what is the matter ? ' And no wonder 
he asked, for with eyes suffused with tears, and 
with tremulous lips, his daughter had come 
close to his couch, and, going down upon her 
knees, she put her arms round her father's 
neck, and hid her face in his breast. * My dear 
girl, my dear girl, why, what * 
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' Oh, father,* she murmured in broken 
tones, * I have no one but you, no dear mother 
to tell it to — and — oh, will you be angry with 
me?' 

* My darling, tell your father what has 
moved you so. I cannot be angry with you, 
and that you know,* said the mystified Presi- 
dent, himself deeply moved, and very anxious 
withal at his daughter s emotion. 

* It is about Mr. St — about Jack,' she 
whispered. * He — he has * 

* Oh, is that the secret,' said Da Piera, 
smiling in some relief at Lois's halting words ; 
and he gently unwound her arms from his neck, 
and with his whole hand he put her from him a 
little, so that he might look her in the face. 
* You forget my wounded arm,' he said in playful 
reproach. 

* Oh, father dear,' she cried, * have I hurt 
you ? I did not mean ' 

* There is not much damage done,' said the 
President laughing. * I expect this business of 
yours is a far more serious affair. No, Lois, 
dear,' he went on more earnestly, *you need 
not be afraid of me, darling. Indeed, I am not 
altogether blind, and, if I were, your aunt seems 
to be clear-sighted enough in such matters, and 
you may be sure she has not left me in the 
dark.' 
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* Then you do not mind — you are not sorry ? * 
asked Lois, clasping her hands and looking 
with all her soul in her eyes at her father. 

* My dear/ he said very seriously, * I am 
glad. I like Standen well : there is no one to 
whom I would rather confide my daughter ; and 
in all the troubles which I fear are only too surely 
in front of us it will be an inexpressible relief to 
me to know that there is an honest, manly 
fellow with a right to see to your safety/ 

Even in the midst of her joy at her father's 
ready consent a thrill of fear went through her 
heart at his words — fear, not for herself, but for 
the father who was so dear to her. 

* Oh, father,* she said, * is there any new 
danger, then ? I thought that this treasure of 
Jack's was going to make everything right.' 

* I trust it will in the end, Lois ; right for 
our country, for Boravia, but — well, dear, I 
know how brave you are, and I must tell you,' 
and the President paused and suffered his hand 
to wander over the dusky tendrils of his 
daughter's hair as she knelt beside him, leaning 
against his shoulder. 

'General D'Arentas brought bad news, 
Lois,' he said at last. * What I have feared all 
along has begun to come to pass. I cannot tell 
how it has got about, careful and more than 
careful as I have been, but there are spies 
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everywhere/ and he paused again, leaving his 
daughter in a very fever of apprehension. 

* You know, dear,' he went on, * that if the 
cry of treason to the Republic is raised against 
me, my life is not worth a day's — nay, an hour's 
purchase, and D'Arentas tells me that ominous 
whispers are already going about. There was a 
stormy scene in the House of Deputies last 
night about the riot, and you know how many 
enemies I have there ' 

* But the soldiers were on your side — on 
the side of the Government,' interrupted his 
daughter, who was intently listening to him. 

*True, and it is a safeguard for the moment,' 
he went on. ' But D'Arentas has one of the 
leaders of the Republican party in his pay. 
They more than suspect me ; while what we 
have been secretly working for for so long a 
time has come, alas ! too suddenly to pass. The 
province of Parania has declared for the King, 
the troops have joined in with the populace, 
and they are even now marching on Santa 
Maria. D'Arentas is sure that the other pro- 
vinces will follow suit ; through Standen's 
lucky find we are now sure of the soldiers' pay, 
and D'Arentas has gone now to make things 
safe with the officers ; there is no doubt they 
will declare for the King, and what I have 
worked for and prayed for for so many years 
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is coming to pass/ and as he paused again, in 
spite of his anxiety for his daughter — for he 
troubled but little about himself — a look of 
calm satisfaction came over his face. 

* But you, father you ! that you should be 
in danger when you have done and suffered so 
much ! ' cried Lois despairingly. 

* But,* she exclaimed, with a sudden hope, 
*will not the troops protect you when the 
soldiers know that you are on the King's side ? ' 

* They will never believe it, my dear,* he 
said. * Even D'Arentas could not persuade them 
that Da Piera, the Republican President, was a 
friend of the Kings. No, no one but His 
Majesty himself can do this. No, Lois, there 
is only one thing for me — and you will judge 
how I hate it — I must get away into hiding. 
My presence here is a fearful hindrance to 
D'Arentas and to the King's cause, and such 
is my strange position that my life is in danger 
from both parties. If you and your aunt were 
only safe I would not care ; I would to God you 
had not come out here ; but things were different 
then, and you did so beg to come, and I — I 
longed to see you,' and, strong man as he was, 
a tear crept down Da Piera' s face as he fondly 
kissed his daughter. 

* Where we are to go is what I am trying to 
think of,' he went on ; ' but all the provinces 
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will soon be in revolt. If we could get away by 
sea ' and he lapsed into a gloomy reverie. 

* Father/ said Lois, breaking the silence, 
'there is the treasure chamber.' 

*Ah,' cried the President, rising from his 
couch in his delight, * why did I not think of it 
before ? unknown to everyone, giving on to the 

the sea Quick ! for indeed there is no 

time to be lost. Write now to Standen : there 
will be less danger of suspicion in your writing ; 
I will tell you what to say,* and, walking up and 
down the room, quite forgetting the pain of his 
wound in his excitement, Da Piera dictated a 
short, clear statement of the danger they were 
in, and of the refuge the treasure cave would 
be to them. He made his daughter tell Standen 
not to come near the Palace, but to wait at the 
Quinta and watch for them, for they would get 
away some time in the quiet of the dead of 
night 
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CHAPTER XXVII 

THE ESCAPE FROM THE PALACE 

In spite of the heat, John Burch had been busy 
all the day long in his underground operations, 
coming up from the treasure chamber for his 
meals, and carefully locking and barring the 
door of his room during his subterranean 
excursions ; and he was on the watch for his 
chief in the evening, and eager to tell him of his 
experiences. 

* I reckon theer's boxes of gold at the foot 
of all them pillars,* he said to Standen on his 
return. * Tve digged down and come 'pin 
another o 'em anyways, and when as the watter 
come up, and I couldn't dig no more, I filed 
through the tap box of the first pile in our old 
pit, sir, and I prized mun open. Aw, lor, you 
wuU be plazed for tew see mun : he's chock full 
o' gold dust. I pit in me vinger, and rummaged 
'un about, and bless 'ee, sir, theer be enough of 
the yaller stuff theer in that wan box for to 
mek scores and hunderds o' golden sovereigns.' 

But Burch had to pause in his interesting 
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narration, for Standen was obviously not listen- 
ing to him. He had found Lois da Piera's 
missive waiting for him, and he was hastily 
reading perhaps the strangest first love letter 
ever man received. After telling him of her 
father s ready consent to their engagement and 
her gladness thereat, she went on at once, at her 
father s dictation, to put the danger they were 
in before him in a few words, and to tell him 
that that very night they must flee into hiding 
in the treasure chamber. 

* Great heavens, Jan ! ' he exclaimed at last, 
in low tones of suppressed excitement. * Listen 
here, man,* and he looked cautiously over the 
balcony to see if they were quite alone. * I 
want your help : I know I can trust you. The 
President's life is in danger : at any moment the 
Palace may be in the hands of the mob, or of 
the soldiers. They have to flee the place ; they 
are coming here this very night ' 

* Yere ! * cried Jan helplessly. ' What can us 
dew wi* mun yere ? They'll all be murdered 
afore our vurry eyes ! * 

' No, no,* cried Standen. ' We must hide 
them. Don't you see, man ? ' and he looked 
impatiently at Burch, who seemed half stupefied. 
* The treasure chamber * 

*My ivers! Tes the vurry place,' cried 
Burch, striking his hands together. * Of course, 
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there ain't nobody but us tew what knaws nothen 
about it : us can putt 'em theer, so safe as safe. 
But whativer do it all mane ? ' he asked with 
a mystified air. * What hev the old gentleman 
doed as they should be a murderin' o' he ? 
Some o* they blaygairds as shot 'un yesterday, 
I reckon.' 

* Yes, yes,' said Standen, in great excitement 
* You shall have the whole story presently, Jan ; 
but just now there's not a moment to lose.' 

* Tew think o' them tew delicate ladies, and 
him with a hole in his arm, in that dark and 
gashly old place ! ' said Burch. 

* There's nowhere else for them to go. The 
whole country is up in arms, and the President is 
in danger from both sides,' said Standen. 

* Us must mek 'em as comferable as us can, 
though how us be going tew perwide vittals and 
bades and cetery for tew ladies and a gentleman 
without Oliver and them a finding o' it out is 
more than I can mek out all on a suddint like,' 
said Burch. 

' And God only knows for how long,* said 
Standen anxiously. * Well, we can't do anything 
until the servants are gone to their quarters ; 
and Miss da Piera says here that they will not 
start until very late in the night, when all will 
be quiet, unless, indeed, they are driven out by 
the mob. My God ! ' he cried, getting up in 
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his agitation and aimlessly moving about the 
room ; * it makes me mad to think of the awful 

danger they are in, and just now, too, when 

Jan, I must tell you that Miss da Piera will 
one day, please God, be my wife.* 

* Aw, 'tesgude news that, in all this barney,' 
exclaimed Burch, getting up in his turn, and 
heartily shaking Standen by the hand ; * the 
lovely crature ! Aw, you be a lucky man, sir. 
Tell *ee what, measter, so soon as us be quiet, 
usil go and fetch her along werselves.' 

* Good heavens, no, man,' cried Standen. 

* Can't you see that if the slightest suspicion of 
my being mixed up with their flight arose there 
would be an end of their safety ? ' 

* You'm right,' replied Burch disappointedly, 

* us can't dew nothen but wait, and I allow 'tes 
hard does for yew, sir. Lord, how timorsome 
I be mezul : if us only had 'em safe and sound.' 

' No, there is nothing for it but patience,' 
said Standen, who, as he stood gnawing at his 
nails and with a look of intense anxiety on his 
face, did not present a very faithful picture of 
that virtue. 

The evening hours drew out their slow 

length, and it seemed an age to the two 

watchers before Oliver made his last visit, 

and, shortly afterwards, left the Quinta with his 

family. 
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* They m gone at last/ whispered Burch, 
peering out over the balcony into the darkness 
of the night. * Tell 'ee what, sir, you bide yere, 
and watch, while I goes and gets dree 
mattrasses. * 

* Great Scott ! you must not move a thing in 
the house ; supposing the servants missed any- 
thing ! Yes, that is the awful part of it : to 
think of the misery and discomfort, and Da 
Pieras wound, too,* and Standen paused and 
paced the balcony full of thought. 

* I have it, Jan/ he said at last ; * there's a 
heap of rugs and greatcoats I brought out from 
England in the lumber room. No one ever goes 
there, and we must get the things into the 
passage-way. They are safe not to come for an 
hour or two, and I will help you,' and, as Burch 
nodded his acquiescence, they started off, and 
soon had enough coverings to prevent the 
wounded man and the womenfolk having to 
lie on the bare ground. 

* They won't want any food to-night,* said 
Standen, as they returned to their watch on the 
balcony ; * but to-morrow ' 

' I've been thinkin* o* that theer, sir,* said 
Burch, * and I seem as if us can manage like 
this yere. *Tes a mussiful Providence as I takes 
my grub in my rume yere, next to the bade 
rume. Don't 'ee see, sir ? Wi' what they brings 
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me, and some tinned trade as us can smuggle 
in, and a taypot, and our pockets full o' sich 
ating trade as us can buy yere and theer, they 
won't dew so bad fur a bit, I reckon.' 

* It's bad, terribly bad, Jan, at the very 
best,' said Standen gloomily ; * and the worst of 
it is, the longer it lasts the more danger there is. 
Then, how to get them away in safety ? ' 

* Aw, wan thing at a time, sir ; don't 'ee 
despair ; us'U hev 'em yere safe enough pretty 
quick ; and some vine night us'll contrive to 
get mun aboard a British vessel, treasures 
and all, and away out of this murdering old 
country.' 

* Ah, well, I only wish ' But what Stan- 
den wished he did not say : * Hst,' he whispered, 
* Jan, I am sure I hear footsteps,' and, followed 
by Burch, he crept quickly and cautiously down 
the steps of the entrance. 

Standen's ears, alert and ready to catch the 
slightest sound, did not deceive him, and as 
he and Burch reached the lowest step three 
figures came swiftly out of the darkness. A 
forlorn little procession it was : the President, 
with his disabled arm in a sling across his 
breast, leading, and Lois following and support- 
ing her aunt, who was plainly overcome with 
fear, and whose suppressed sobs as she was led 
on through the streets in the darkness had 
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filled both Da Piera and Lois with a horrible 
dread of discovery. 

Miss Dodds started back and gave a slight 
scream as she saw the figures of Standen and 
Burch, but could not recognise them in the dark 
night, which, fortunately for the fugitives, was 
only illumined by the starshine. 

* For God's sake, be quiet, Lavinia,' 
whispered Da Piera; 'can't you see it is 
Mr. Standen ? In a few minutes you will be 
in a place of safety ; ' but the poor woman was 
trembling with fear, and, exhausted with the 
heat and rush of their flight, she fainted in her 
niece's arms. 

There was nothing for it but to carry her 
up the steps and into the room giving on to the 
balcony, and in the agitation her breakdown 
brought there was but little time for explana- 
tions or greetings. As Standen brought brandy 
to Lois, and helped her in trying to restore her 
aunt to consciousness, the President was looking 
on in a state of the greatest impatience. 

* Good heavens ! ' he cried, as, in spite of 
all Lois's and Standen's efforts, Miss Dodds 
showed no signs of recovery, 'there is not a 
minute to lose : the whole city is roused. The 
revolted soldiers and God knows how many 
armed provincials are in Santa Maria already, 
and if we are followed ' 
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A hasty consultation ended in Burch and 
Standen carrying the still unconscious woman 
as quickly and as gently as they could to 
Burch's room, the President and Lois following 
in silence, and in a short time — for the heavy 
door was ajar and the press put back — the 
whole party were in the Jesuits* passage-way, 
and so far in safety. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII 

A STRANGE REFUGE 

The cooler air in the draughty passage-way 
very soon revived the fainting woman, who 
shuddered as her eyes opened and she saw her 
weird surroundings. They had laid her down 
on a rug stretched on the flags, for she was no 
small weight, and Standen and Burch were 
still breathing hard with their exertions in 
carrying her. The lantern on the ground but 
faintly illumined the strange scene, and no 
wonder she was frightened as she gradually 
took in its details — the narrow passage stretch- 
ing away into the darkness, the flags, the rough 
and rocky walls, and the group of concerned 
faces looking down upon her as Lois rested her 
head upon her knees. 

' Do not be afraid, dear aunt,' said Lois 
soothingly, and caressing her as she saw her 
terrified look ; * we are quite safe now.' 

* But where are we ? and why are we in this 
dreadful place ? ' she asked in weak and broken 
tones. 
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* You shall know all about it soon, Lavinia,* 
said Da Piera : ' try and rouse yourself. We 
have not very far to go now, and, though we must 
all put up with some suffering, at any rate our 
lives are safe ; and, please God, it will not be 
long before all this misery will be oven' 

With Lois' s help the still terrified woman 
rose to her feet, and, supported by her niece, 
she followed Standen and the President, Burch 
coming on close behind them. 

* I only hope you are right, and that it won't 
be for long/ said Standen in a low tone, as 
slowly, on Miss Dodds's account, they made 
their way along the flags. * It is horrible for the 
two ladies.' 

' I meant what I said,' returned Da Piera. 
* The King sailed from Asturia more than a 
fortnight ago, and in a few days his warship 
will be in the harbour. D'Arentas heard to- 
day by the French mail : the Emperor was 
only waiting for some chance of success to help 
his nephew, and D'Arentas' news of the dis- 
affection among the troops has persuaded him. 
I cannot understand why the King did not 
cable to me or to D'Arentas : it surely is not 
possible for the cipher to be lost, and yet that 
is the only reason I can think of, for of course 
they could not cable without the cipher.' 

* I cannot tell you how thankful I am,* said 
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Standen earnestly. * It will be a miserable 
experience for Lois and her aunt, and for you, 
too, weak as you are with your wound ; but at 
least now you know it will not be for long.' 

* I must not forget to tell you how grateful 
I am to you, Standen,' said the President with 
emotion. * I feel we owe our lives to you, for 
even now the mob may be sacking the Palace. 
I mean to show my gratitude,' he went on with 
a sad smile, * by giving you the best thing I 
have in the world ; I think you know what I 
mean,' and Da Piera looked back at Lois. 

Standen was overjoyed at this open con- 
firmation of all his hopes, and in some confu- 
sion he murmured his satisfaction and his 
gratitude. 

With many halts, for the way soon became 
rough, and Miss Dodds more than once showed 
signs of giving way again, they slowly crept 
along the tortuous passage, until at last the 
faint glimmering of light from the treasure 
chamber told them that they were nearing 
their refuge, and that the dawn had already 
broken. 

An exclamation of surprise broke from Da 
Piera and Lois as the passage at last ended in 
the cave, and they stood still for a moment 
looking at the treasure chamber, with its 
rough pillars and its sandy floor, broken in 
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places by Burch's diggings for the treasure, 
and listened to the lapping of the water as the 
tide crept slowly in. It was but for a short 
time that they stood thus, for Miss Dodds was 
so obviously exhausted by the emotions and 
the exertions of the last few hours that Lois 
lost no time in trying to make her aunt as 
comfortable as she could, and with Standen's 
help she soon arranged a sort of couch with the 
rugs in a recess in the cave, and, almost as soon 
as she laid her head upon the roUed-up ulster 
which did duty for a pillow. Miss Dodds sank 
into a deep and heavy sleep, to the intense 
relief of her niece. 

While the newly betrothed pair were thus 
doing their best for the worn-out woman, Burch 
was doing the honours of the treasure chamber 
to the President. 

' Look'ee yere, yer honour,* he said, leading 
the way to the first pit ; * *tes yere as us found 
the jools — a wunnerful sight they be, sure 
enough, and worth a mort o' money ; and yere 
be some of the iron boxes, so vuU of gold as 
they can hold,* and he lifted up the lid of the 
top box on the pile. 

In spite of all the anxieties of their position, 
a gleam of satisfaction lighted up Da Piera's 
eyes as the dull yellow of the gold dust met his 
gaze. 
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* It's almost incredible,' he murmured. 
*Aw, 'tes trew enough, yer honour,' said 

Burch ; ' yew putt yer vinger intew mun, and 
stir mun up a bit : 'tes g^de gold right down to 
the bottom. Theer's other piles of boxes buried 
yere accordin* to the dockyment, some o' mun 
wi' dust in 'em, and some wi* gold coins. Theer's 
a lot of old images tew, so her sayeth, though I 
don't hold wi' such papishers' idols mezul.' 

* It will be heavy work getting it all away,' 
said Da Piera musingly, and almost to himself. 

* If us had a boat and tew-dree stout sailor- 
men, us wouldn't be long avore the cave was 
praperly cleared out ; and a good job tew, I 
reckon,' said Burch. 

* You may very likely have what you want 
in the course of a day or two,' said Da Piera ; 
* Mr. Standen will explain everything to you,' 
and he turned away from the fascinating treasure 
pits to where his daughter and her fianci were 
standing close together, engaged in earnest con- 
verse. 

* You must try and get some rest, Lois,' said 
the President ; * I see your aunt is fast asleep, 
and I feel myself tired to death ; ' and when he 
had seen his daughter made by Standen fairly 
comfortable in the recess beside her aunt, he 
wearily laid himself down on a rug and closed 
his eyes, trying to forget both the pain of his 
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wound, which was now considerable, and the 
troubles of his mind, in sleep. 

' Us must be more keerfuller about the lan- 
tern, sir,* said Burch, as he prepared to follow 
Standen through the passage, back to the house 
again ; * I be veared as us med be marked from 
the say.' 

' The mangroves are very thick at the mouth 
of the chamber ; I hardly think the light can 
get through ; still, we cannot be too careful, 
Jan,' said Standen. 

' Theer 'idn't sich a girt lot o' time, naythur,' 
said Burch thoughtfully. ' President says it 
might only be a day or tew afore they gets away ; 
I reckon he's made his plans along o' some 
skipper as he can trusten tew.' 

Standen explained the whole position to 
Burch, as they made their way along the now 
familiar track, and Burch was overjoyed to think 
that their anxieties had at any rate a chance of 
being ended soon. 

' Tell 'ee what 'tes, sir,' he said, before 
Standen left him to go to his own room, and as 
they were putting back the press, * us hev got 
our work cut out for us, I seem : us oughter hev 
iverthing ready so sune as this man-o'-war 
cometh. ' 

* You may be sure that there won't be much 
work done in Santa Maria for some time, Jan ; 
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the city is even now, as the President thinks, in 
the hands of the mob, or the soldiers — it does 
not matter much which, so far as we are con- 
cerned. Why, man,' he exclaimed, holding up 
his hand and listening intently ; * hark ! can't you 
hear anything ? ' 

' Iss, fay, 'tes shots, for certain ! * cried Burch 
going to the window ; and, as they listened, the 
irregular sound of a dropping fusillade pierced 
through and dominated the tropical nightsongs 
of the cicadas and bull-frogs. * They m at it, 
sure enough,* Burch went on. 

' Thank God, we have got them safe,' cried 
Standen devoutly, as the picture of what might 
have happened came horribly before his mind. 

* Well, sir, I don't reckon as they raskils'U 
come to the Quinta yet awhile, and I seem I'll 
tek a bit of a snooze : 'twill be time for Oliver 
before long, and they dear leddies'U be wanting 
their brexfusses. Nor theer won't be nuthen 
done at no works while all this barney's going 
on, so us'll hev a gude go in at digging up the 
treasure, and cutting a way through they tough 
old mangrove bushes ; ' and Standen nodding a 
farewell to him, they both took such brief rest 
as they could in the face of the hard work in 
front of them. 
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CHAPTER XXIX 

NEWS FROM THE CITY 

So tired was Standen that though he intended 
to give only an hour or two to sleep, he slept 
on beyond his allotted time, and was only 
awakened by Burch's coming into his room. 

* Excuse me for wakenin* of *ee, sir,' said 
Burch, as Standen turned over on his pillow 
and stared stupidly at him, only half awake ; 
* theer*s terrible ructions in the city, sure enough : 
I couldn't slape nohow, though most times I 
putts my head on the pillow and goes off 
directly-minute. I was up yark and early, and 
I slips out and downaways into the city fur tew 
see what was a going on. Aw, sir, they've 
been at it all night, I reckon. Theer's barri- 
cades up in the streets, and they'm fighting like 
demons ; Lord He knaws what'U be the end 
o't; 'twas as much as I could dew to kape out 
of the way o' the bullets.' 

By this time Standen was thoroughly 
roused, and, pushing aside the mosquito nets, 
he leapt out of bed, and*, telling Burch to wait 
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one minute for him, he quickly rushed through 
his bath and his toilet, and rejoined him in the 
sitting-room. 

* I must get down to the office at once, 
Jan,' he said, as he hastily swallowed a cup of 
coffee and broke a roll ; ' and you must look 
after the people in the treasure chamber ; I 
don't suppose it's of much use, but go I must.' 

* 'Tes as much as your life's worth, sir,' said 
Burch earnestly ; * I tell 'ee they'm firing wild 
like a lot o' savidges, and the bullets is flying 
everywheers. 'Tidn't no manner of use for 'ee 
to go ; there won't be nobody tew the office, I 
reckon the old place be praperly busted up by 
them rebels by now. Aw, sir, don't 'ee go, I 
dew beg o' 'ee,' he cried, as Standen took up 
his pith helmet, and made ready to start ; ' think 
of the dear young leddy, sir : whatever will her 
dew if they mad volkses was tew shoot 'ee dade. 
WuU, if 'ee wuU go, I goes wi' 'ee, and that's 
flat.' 

* You can't, Jan ; one of us must stay here 
to look after these people.' 

' Vurry wuU, then,' said Burch ; ' yew bide 
yere, as is only right and praper, and I'll go and 
see what's up.' 

' Man, I tell you I must go ; I can't stand 
here arguing,' said Standen impatiendy ; ' take 
all the food you can into the chamber. Don't 
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say a word about any danger : tell them I have to 

go to the office, and that Til be back very soon/ 

' Aw dear, aw dear, you won't niver coom 

back no more ' cried Burch in great distress ; 

* they'll shoot 'ee for certain, you'm a dade man 
ef yew goes. Aw, tew think as us Should ha 

gone threw all this ' Burch was following 

Standen out on to the balcony, and he sud- 
denly stopped in his lamentations, for the two 
no sooner got to the top of the steps than they 
saw Wetherell coming up the avenue towards 
them in great haste. 

'Thank God, you have not started,' he 
puffed and panted out, as he rapidly ascended 
the steps, and, after a hasty hand-grip with 
Standen, he sank exhausted on to a chair. * It's 
all up, sir,' he said, as soon as he got his breath ; 

• they've simply wrecked the place. Thank 
Heaven, we had a warning from Jose Aroyas, 
the fiscal, and got away with the money and the 
papers before the rumpus began.' 

* But where are the others,' asked Standen, 
anxious about his staff. 

* They're all right, at the Embassy : 'tis the 
safest place so far, but Heaven knows for how 
long, for " Death to the English " is already 
one of their cries. D'Arentas has sent a guard 
there, but whether the soldiers will stick to 
their post or whether the tag-rag and bobtail 
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will beat the troops is more than I can tell. 
Whew — w — w,' he cried, ' I'm simply parched 
with thirst/ and he looked gratefully at Burch, 
who quickly mixed and gave him some whisky 
and soda. 

' I tell you what/ he went on, somewhat re- 
vived by his potation ; * you can't stay here. 
There's a bit of a lull just now — they've been at 
it all night ; and we must get off to the Embassy 
at once. At any moment they may begin again.' 

'Now, Burch,' said Standen, 'you go with 
Mr. Wetherell : there's no need for two of us to 
stay here.' 

' I bean't a going to muve, sir,' said Burch 
doggedly ; ' wheer yew stops theer I stops, and 
that yew knaws ; so it idn't no use in yew sayin' 
nothen more.' 

* Look here, Wetherell, I simply can't leave 
the Quinta. I can't tell you why, just now ' 

*Well, you know best,' said Wetherell 
wearily, * it's a risk, anyway, and after all they 
may leave you alone, at anyrate for the pre- 
sent,' and he rose from his chair to go. * God 
knows if we shall ever meet again,' he said 
solemnly, as he shook hands both with Standen 
and Burch. 

* Do not think I am ungrateful, Wetherell,' 
said Standen earnestly, as he bade him farewell, 
* I know the risk you have taken for us, and 
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both Burch and I thank you from the bottom 
of our hearts. I hope and pray that you'll get 
safely back, and that we shall all come out of 
this affair in safety.* 

' Well, there's going to be a fight for it/ 
said Wetherell grimly. ' All the English are at 
the Embassy ; we're a pretty tough lot, and 
there's the women and children. I say,' he 
added reproachfully, *we could do with your 
help, too : it may come to a hard push.' 

' I cannot explain to you,' said Standen in 
despair ; ' but I know I am right, I cannot leave 
the house.' 

As soon as Wetherell turned his back on 
them, and began quickly to make his way down 
the drive, Standen turned hastily to Burch. 

* Now, Jan,' he said, * we must look after 
our people. Poor souls, they've had a miserable 
night, I fear. We must run some risks, any- 
way,' he went on, as he stuffed his pockets with 
rolls and biscuits ; * Oliver and his folk will 
wonder what on earth becomes of all the 
provender.' 

' I don't think as yew need tew trouble 
much about he,' said Burch, 'he's in a terrible 
way, sure enough : his son's gone and bolted off 
and joined thase rebels. Most all they black 
naygurs hev a done the like, so her sayeth. 
I've putt my brexfus t'other side of the passage, 
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and wi' what us hev a got yere I reckon 
theer*s enough to go on wi',' and with his own 
pockets bulging out, Burch followed Standen 
to the passage-way, where, besides the bulk 
of his 'brexfus,* he had carefully bestowed a 
big terra-cotta carafe of water, and a kettle 
and a teapot. 

* Aw, I seem us won't do so bad, arter all,' 
he said, with a grin of delight, as he struck a 
match and lighted the lantern ; * I' ve hed a go 
in at old Oliver's cupboards, and I've a tooked 
toll of his tay, and a mort of other atables and 
drinkables besides ; theer's bananas and man- 
goes for dessert, and, as President says, 'twon't 
be for long ; ef worst comes to worst us can 
get down tew the chamber werselves, and shet 
tew the old door 'pin they rebels ; safer nor the 
Embassy, I calls it' 

'And die of slow starvation,' said Standen 
grimly. 

' Iss, fay, I niver thought o' that, ' exclaimed 
Burch ; ' tell 'ee what, us must get so much 
wittles as us can down theer : theer's a terrible 
lot of tinned trade in Oliver's stores.' 

Standen did not answer him, for he was 
anxiously thinking how Lois and her father 
and aunt had passed the night, and he hastened 
along at such a pace that Burch had a hard job 
to keep up with him. 
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The sweet smile with which Lois greeted 
him, and the warmth with which she returned 
the pressure of his hand-clasp, quickly reassured 
him. Miss Dodds, too, was much the better 
for her long sleep of exhaustion, and the state of 
things having been fully explained to her, she 
was tearfully apologetic for the trouble she had 
caused them in their flight, and bravely deter- 
mined to put up with all the miseries of their 
situation, grateful for present safety and hope- 
ful of a speedy release. Standen quickly told 
Da Piera such news of affairs in the city as 
Wetherell had been able to give him, while 
with Lois's and her aunt's help a fairly com- 
fortable meal was soon set before them. Miss 
Dodds had already dressed Da Piera*s wound, 
and under her skilful treatment his arm was 
going on well, and gave him very little pain. 

As soon as he saw the fugitives discussing 
this their first meal in the treasure chamber, 
Burch returned to the house, and took the first 
of several journeyings to and fro, each time 
bringing with him a load of such things as he 
thought would not quickly be missed, and would 
add to the comfort of the party, for he had heard 
Wetherell's remarks, and he feared that he and 
Standen might have to join the refugees sooner 
than the latter expected. 
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CHAPTER XXX 

THE BLACK RAIDERS 

While Burch was thus going to and fro, 
Standen was not idly dallying with his be- 
loved ; for, though he saw no reason for tear- 
ing himself away from her presence, he did not 
want to leave all the work to the strong arms 
of his subordinate, and he set to work with 
pick and spade to empty out the last pit Burch 
had been engaged upon before the tide should 
come up. and the water stop his exertions. 
Lois and her aunt were busily employed in 
making their strange dwelling-place as com- 
fortable as possible, and the President was 
stretched out on the shelving sandy ground, 
watching Standen*s operations, smoking a cigar 
the while, and immersed in deep and anxious 
thought. 

• Mr. Standen, sir, a word wi' yew, plase,' 
called out Burch as he came to the end of the 
passage for the last time, throwing down, with a 
sigh of relief — for it was hot enough, in all 
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conscience — ^a load of pillows he had been 
carrying. 

* Good heavens, man, what are you thinking 
of ? ' cried Standen, as he quickly came up and 
saw what Burch had been carrying. * Do you 
want Oliver and the whole gang to know 
where we are, and what we are about ? Take 
the things back at once ! ' 

* St — St — I want to spake to *ee, sir,* said 
Burch mysteriously, and moving back into the 
dark passage-way. 

* Well, what is it, Burch ? ' asked Standen 
impatiently. * You must be mad ' 

' No, fay, I bean't, then,* said Jan. * Us 
needn't to trouble no more about Oliver, nor 
none of them : they'm all gone by this.* 

* Gone ! why, what do you mean ?' 
'Why, that theer son of hisn hev a 

bin up, and hev warned his veyther as a party 
o* thase rebels is a coming to stick up the 
Quinta — said as they'd hev the old man's blood 
if so be as he told on 'em. But old Oliver's trew 
to his wages and his mate, and so soon as he'd 
a told me he praperly bolted, him and his 
missus and the darter ; nor they won't come 
back no more, yew may depend.' 

* How soon will they come, I wonder ? ' 
asked Standen anxiously. 

' I never had no time to ax mun,' replied 
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Burch ; * not before nightfall, I reckon. 'Tes a 
gude job wan way/ he went on, ' as us can pick up 
anything as us is a mind tew now, vor into 
thicky cave us must go along o* the others, and 
theer us must bide until thase old barney's over 
wan way or t'other/ 

It was obviously of no use to keep a matter 
secret which must perforce be known within a 
few hours, and Standen in a few words put the 
whole case to the fugitives, who, with Standen 
and Burch to direct them, rummaged the house 
from top to bottom, carrying such stores and 
conveniences as they could find to Burch's 
room, and thence into the passage-way, which 
quickly presented a curious enough appearance, 
heaped up as it was with mattresses, sheets, 
folding chairs, tins of biscuits, bottles of wine, 
big carafes full of water, and such other things 
as their necessities required. 

* Tew things us musn't vorget,* said Burch 
to Standen as at last there seemed to be 
nothing more to take; *theer*s the jools, sir.' 

' Great Scott ! to think I should have for- 
gotten that,' cried Standen, running off at once 
and feeling in his pocket for his keys as he 
ran. 

' Aw, then,' said Burch to himself, with a 
satisfied grin, * 'tidn't likely as I'm fer vorgettin' 
them sparklers ; theer's Meary Ferryman Jn 
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'em, and a free farm, and Lord knows what 
beside, if so be as us iver gets out of this hobble 
alive. Theer's a hatchet and hook wanted for 
they tough old bushes,' he said, as Standen 
came rapidly back with the precious silver box in 
his hands ; ' Tve a seed the old man a chopping 
away under the mango trees to the side, and 
rU rin over theer, and soon fetch his tools along,* 
and he ran off in his turn, leaving the little 
company half dead with the heat and their un- 
accustomed exertions, and only waiting for his 
return to light up the lantern and carry some 
of their goods to their safe retreat. 

* Ah, here he comes,' said Standen, breaking 
the short silence, as Burch's footsteps were 
heard hurrying through the adjoining room. 

* Quick, measter, quick ! ' cried. Burch in an 
agitated whisper, as he rushed into the room ; 
* don't *ee hear mun ? Us be yere to the back of 
the house, and us can't hear, but they'm coming 
up the drive, a holleying and bawling like old 
black devils. Theer idn't a minute to spare ! 
Get intew the passage the whole lot o' 'ee ! Us 
must dray-tew the old press agen the wall. 
Aw, lor, did iver anyone iver hear tell of the 
likes o' this ? ' 

All the time he was speaking he was dancing 
about from one foot to the other in his intense 
anxiety to get his flock safely housed in time. It 
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did not need the hoarse cries andyells with which 
the mob entered and began to search through the 
house to hurry on the fugitives, and in a few 
seconds they were safe in the passage, the heavy 
press drawn back to its position by Burch and 
Standen, and the five of them breathlessly listen- 
ing. The riotous sounds came but faintly through 
the massive door in the wall, and it was some little 
time before the disappointed searchers got into 
John Burch's room, when the fugitives heard 
the confused noises they made as the furniture 
was heaved about, the press itself being dragged 
out of place and burst open. Miss Dodds 
turned as white as a sheet as the noise came so 
close to them, and even Lois paled. * Don't *ee 
be afeared. Miss and Madam,' whispered Burch ; 
* they won't never get at 'ee : door's all the same 
as the wall.' 

' Sh — sh,' whispered Standen, with an angry 
look at him. Before long, satisfied that their 
quarry was not in that part of the house, the 
crowd melted away, and silence reigned once 
more. 

* Thank God, they're gone at last,' said Da 
Piera, with a sigh of relief. * It was a narrow 
escape.' 

' A lucky job as I went for them tools,' 
said Burch. * Us couldn't hear mun all back 
yere, and they might a been on us afore us 
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could a got away. Gude job I've a got thase 
hatchet and hook, tew : they mangrove bushes 
be main thick, and no boat couldn't get threw 
mun.' 

Taking up such loads as they could carry, 
the five went back to the treasure chamber, 
Da Piera, still weak with his loss of blood and 
unable to bear a weight, carrying the lantern 
in front. 

A few more journeys to and fro, with the 
President as light-bearer, enabled Standen and 
Burch to get everything into the chamber, the 
two ladies staying in the cave, and gradually 
getting the dark and dismal place into some- 
thing like a fairly comfortable habitation. 

Once settled in and resigned to the inevit- 
able. Miss Dodds proved a host in herself, and, 
with Lois's help, she soon had a fire of decayed 
and dry mangrove sticks alight, and produced 
at last a meal from the tinned soups and meats 
which appealed to Burch' s hungry soul and 
made his mouth water. 

* You must not be so lavish with your 
provisions again, Lavinia,' said* Da Piera, as he 
watched the women's operations ; * if those 
brutes take up their abode in the house we shall 
not get anything more, and, though I hope it 
will not be long before we can get away, we 
cannot tell.' 
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The tide was now far up in the cave, and 
the base of the first pillar was lapped by the 
tiny wavelets, which indeed covered the said 
base in the spring tides, creeping up and leav- 
ing but a small space between the high-water 
mark and the entrance to the passage and the 
little recess in which the women's mattresses 
were laid. Even before their repast was over. 
Miss Dodds was nodding and waking up again 
with profuse apologies to the company, and it 
was not long before their arrangements for the 
night were made, and soon all were fast asleep, 
with the sole exception of Standen, whose deep 
anxiety on Lois's account and whose dread of 
the future kept him awake for hours, wondering 
how they should escape from their perilous 
position. 
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CHAPTER XXXI 

THE ASTURIAN MAN-OF-WAR 

Da Piera's forebodings proved to be only too 
true. A detachment of the negroes made the 
Quinta their headquarters, and thus the sea 
became the only avenue of escape for the five 
prisoners. Nor, even if the way had been open 
through the Quinta de los Mangos, dared the 
President avail himself of it, for, though of 
course the people shut up in the treasure 
chamber knew it not, the low scum of the city, 
reinforced by continual dribblings-in of the out- 
casts from all parts of the Republic, had got the 
better of the Royalists and such of the soldiery 
as adhered to them, and Santa Maria was 
given up to anarchy and rapine, many of the 
troops joining in with the victorious mob. The 
whole European population, assisted by 
D'Arentas and such troops as still obeyed him 
and his officers, had taken refuge at the British 
Embassy. It was not a very large company, for 
for many years the trade prospects had been sorry 
indeed, and there was but little to tempt people 
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ing up in his seat. * Mr. President, sir, Miss 
and Madam ! Don't 'ee hear mun ? don't 'ee 
hear mun ? *Tes the cannon ! 'Tes the King's 
man-of-war ! * 

* Don't be a fool, Burch, frightening the 
ladies like that,' said Standen, angrily pulling 
him back into his chair : ' we've heard plenty of 
cannon already the last few days.' 

* Us hev, trew, trew, us hev, but thase yere 
be different. Only hearken tew mun, measter,' 
and, lifting up his hand, he called for silence. 
* Theer ! ' he said softly at last, as the dull boom 
broke on the air : * 'tes fur off — furder off nor the 
others — she's a coming intew the harbour, you 
may depend.' They were all gathered to- 
gether, listening hard, as again and again the 
guns sounded. 

* I believe Burch is right,' said Da Piera at 
last, a look of relief coming on his face, wan 
and wasted with anxiety and sickness. 

' Of course I be right,' said Burch ; * now, 
sir, yew write that letter to the King as you told 
about, and, plase God, be some manes or 
another I'll get mun aboard, and us'U hev 'ee 
all out o* this gashly old place in a trice. Us hev 
doed a bit o' work last vew days, and bushes be 
most cut threw, and treasures all ready to be 
muved. *Tes sartin sure us can't bide yere much 
longer, anyways.' 
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During the past few days, the President 
and Standen and Burch had had many con- 
sultations as to what they should do when the 
King's warship arrived, and it was agreed that 
as Burch was the least known he — to his joy — 
should do his best to make Da Piera s miserable 
and dangerous position known to the King. 

The short tropic twilight was already well 
over, and the darkness of night had settled over 
the land and . the sea — a darkness lightened 
now and again by great gleams of light ; for it 
was indeed the Asturian man-of-war which was 
slowly steaming into the harbour, and her 
search-lights were sweeping over the great 
bay. 

* The suner I be off, the suner you'll all be 
out of thase old hole,' said Burch, as he bade 
farewell to the little company, who one and all 
heartily shook his hand, and called down God's 
protection for him on his perilous enterprise. 
And so, with the precious letter safe in his 
breast pocket, a sharp two-edged Boravian 
knife from the President stuck in his belt, and 
a revolver from Standen, for Burch had no 
lethal weapons of his own, he started along the 
passage for the last time. Standen accompanied 
him, for he was loth to part with his friend, and 
he would gladly have gone with him. 

' 'Twould be more risk fur tew than fur one,' 
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said Burch, in answer to Standen's regrets. 
* The guns be sounding nearer and nearer : 
they'm properly bombarding the city, and I 
reckon thase little old Boravians'U scoot out of 
it so quick as they can ; and in the bustle and 
scurry I can git down to the quay, and if so be 
as I can git holt of some sart o' a boat it won't 
be long afore I'm aboard the warship. I only 
hopes as I shall git out of the Quinta without a 
murdering anybody with thase knife and 
pistol.' 

Burch need not have troubled himself, for 
the near approach of the great Asturian war- 
ship had frightened the Santa Maria people out 
of the few senses the riot and revolution had 
left them, and, as the shells began to burst in 
the crowded city, and fires broke out here and 
there, the whole population was panic-stricken, 
and the people fled for the hills behind the 
town in thousands, trampling upon one another 
in their haste to get away from the falling 
bombshells. 

As the two friends came to the door which 
opened from the passage into Burch's room 
they stopped and listened for a few moments ; 
but no sound broke the silence, and when 
Standen cautiously opened the door, and peered 
into the room, he found the press pulled back 
from the wall, and burst open, and the room 
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still in the confusion in which the raiders had 
left it 

Still in silence, and as noiselessly as possible, 
they went through the house ; but they soon 
changed their cautious attitude, for not a sound 
was heard, and the frightened rioters had 
evidently levanted. All seemed oddly still, too, 
as they stood on the verandah steps, the curious 
incessant tropical evensong of the insects being 
only broken by the whish and crash of the 
bombshells which from time to time whirled 
through the starlit night, and fell on the doomed 
city. 

* Well, good-bye, Jan, and God help you ; 
I wish I could go with you,' said Standen, 
grasping Jan's hand. 

Not a word did Burch say as he returned 
Standen's hand-grip, and looked him earnestly 
in the face ; but there was a set look on his 
features which told more plainly than words 
could tell that he knew the dangers and 
dif5ficulties of his tsisk, and meant to do his 
best. 
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CHAPTER XXXII 

HOME AT LAST 

The suburb in which was the Quinta de los 
Mangos was quite deserted as Burch quickly 
made his way towards the quays ; but when 
he got to the city itself he found he was 
stemming a vast tide of humanity on foot and 
in every description of vehicle, and all hastening 
with frantic speed to get away to the hills. He 
had therefore to leave the main thoroughfares, 
and through the comparatively lonely byways 
he hurried on till he reached the sea-front 
Here all was so quiet that he could hear the 
soft lapping of the water against the long stretch 
of the embankment, while at the various steps 
which broke the monotony of the walls boats 
of all kinds were rocking at the stretch of their 
painters, some of them with their sails unfurled 
and the oars in them, just as their owners had 
left them in their haste to join in the general 
stampede. 

Burch chose a boat that one man could 
easily manage, and, jumping in and loosing the 
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painter, soon had her bows turned seawards, and 
in a few moments a light night breeze was 
quickly bearing him towards the huge bulk of 
the Asturian warship, which itself was slowly 
approaching Santa Maria. 

As he sailed on in the darkness towards the 
lights of the ship he was suddenly enveloped in 
a flood of radiance as the search-lights of the 
man-of-war swept the bay. The tiny speck his 
small boat made in the wide reach of waters was 
evidently seen by the ship, and, securing the 
sheet, which he was holding in his hand, Burch 
went forward and vigorously waved his white 
handkerchief. He was rudely awakened to the 
folly of this, for, without his guiding hand on 
the rudder, the little boat slewed round and 
very nearly capsized. The great ship and the 
tiny boat were rapidly nearing each other, 
however, and that his signal was seen on 
board was evident, for there was an answer- 
ing wave of white from her decks, and the 
continued booming of the guns suddenly 
ceased, it being thought that he was bringing 
a message of some terms of capitulation from 
the city, though the flag of the Boravian 
Republic was still flying from the ramparts of 
the two dilapidated forts which flanked but did 
not protect Santa Maria. There was in truth 
no one in the forts to haul down the flag, the 
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garrison having fled at the first fire from the 
warship. Burch was soon alongside, and, 
scrambling up the ship's ladder, he found him- 
self the centre of a group of officers, one of 
whom questioned him in the Asturian lan- 
guage. 

* I am English ; I hev a message from the 
President to the King,' said Burch, holding up 
Da Piera's letter. 

As he spoke the group divided, and the tall, 
thin figure and dark-bearded face of Dom 
Francisco appeared. 

* From Da Piera ? ' said the King in English. 
' It is for me,' and Burch handed him the letter, 
which the King quickly opened and read. 

Da Piera had informed the King, as shortly 
and as plainly as he could, of the state of affairs 
in Santa Maria, and of his own dangerous posi- 
tion, and also of the immense treasure awaiting 
removal, and as soon as he had read the letter 
Dom Francisco, with a quick exclamation of 
surprise, beckoned to one or two of the officers, 
and, after rapidly telling them of such of the 
contents of the letter as he thought fit, he 
called Burch to him, and narrowly questioned 
him as to the state of affairs in the city. 

' Santa Maria is deserted, gentlemen,' said 
the King, when he at last grasped Burch's 
meaning, for Jan's Devonian lingo was a 
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difficulty. *We have only to land and take 
possession/ 

The news was received with a shout of joy 
by the of5ficers, and as it quickly circulated 
through the ship shout after shout arose. 

' How shall we find the mouth of this cave ? ' 
asked Dom Francisco of Burch, when the noise 
had somewhat subsided. 

* I knaws whereabouts it be/ said Burch, 
* and us can see the light of the lantern.' 

The King was all anxiety to rescue his 
faithful friend and follower from his unhappy 
position as quickly as possible — to say nothing 
of securing the treasure — ^and in a very short 
time Burch was seated by the side of a naval 
officer, who spoke some English, in the stern of 
a stout man-of-war s boat manned by a crew of 
stalwart sailors, who looked quite capable of 
handling the heavy treasure-boxes. As they 
neared the shore Burch soon made out the light, 
which Standen had tied to the thick stem of a 
mangrove bush, wading in up to his middle 
to fasten it. 

* Theer it be, theer's the lantern,' cried 
Burch excitedly, pointing to where the small 
speck of light broke the darkness of the shore. 
' Aw, glory be, us 11 soon be safe now,' and he 
rubbed his hands with glee, and could scarcely 
keep still in his place, so full of delight was he 
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at this happy end of all their troubles and 
adventures. 

Burch did not wait for the heavy boat to 
touch the sandy beach of the cave, but, as soon 
as her nose got through the thin line of bushes 
which was all that his work with hatchet and 
hook had left, he promptly jumped overboard 
into the shallow water, and, pushing his way 
through, he gave a great cry of joy as he rushed 
into the cave, and went from one to the other 
of the little group, shaking each one by the hand 
with a vigour they could well have dispensed 
with, for the hand-grip of Jan Burch was a thing 
to be remembered. 

The stern of the boat was jammed in the 
bushes as her bows touched the beach of the 
cave, and the whole crew, under Standen s and 
the officer's directions, were soon moving the 
heavy iron boxes from the places where they 
had rested so long into the stout ship's boat, 
not without wondering thoughts and muttered 
questions as to what these weighty coffers might 
contain. 

Now that all was quiet in Santa Maria, and 
that the Quinta was deserted by the rioters, there- 
was no need for Standen and Burch to take 
refuge on the Asturian warship, while there 
was a very strong necessity for them to remain 
in the city and look after the disjointed affairs 
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of the Water and Drainage Company. It 
needed, however, many assurances of his safety 
and of the positive duties before him, on Stan- 
den's part, to reconcile Lois to the parting, and 
it was a tearful maiden who took her place in the 
boat beside her father and her aunt. 

Da Piera told Standen and Burch once 
more that they might be quite certain of the 
King's gratitude and of absolute fairness in the 
division of the treasure, and after a somewhat sad 
farewell on all sides, the two men saw the bushes 
close in again behind the boat, and returned to 
the Quinta de los Mangos to try and get some- 
thing like order out of the chaos the black 
raiders had left behind them. In this work 
they were soon helped by Oliver and his wife 
and daughter, who reappeared on the scene on 
the following morning. 

Standen found that the company's offices 
had been thoroughly gutted by the rioters, and 
it was some days before Wetherell and the staff 
got back from the fort, and some time before 
things were got into their normal state. Under 
the new rdgime^ however, the work soon began 
to go on quietly and regularly, and the souls of 
the staff were no longer vexed by a horde of 
venal and grasping fiscals, so that when, in 
course of time, Standen resigned his post, and 
returned to England, Wetherell, who succeeded 
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him as chief, had no difficulty in carrying on the 
vast and important work of the company. 

The King of Boravia was waiting at the 
gangway as the heavily laden boat drew near, 
and as Da Piera, following Lois and Miss Dodds, 
was assisted up the ship's side, Dom Francisco 
affectionately embraced his devoted follower, 
and, after cordially welcoming the two ladies, 
he commended them to the care of the captain, 
who soon had them comfortably settled in the 
cabin of one of the officers, where a more sub- 
stantial and elegant meal than the last few days 
had afforded the half-famished women was set 
before them. The King took Da Piera into 
his own state cabin, and when the ex-President 
had satisfied his hunger, and the stewards had 
left them alone, Dom Francisco eagerly listened 
to the story of the late events in Boravia. His 
astonishment and delight at the immense trea- 
sure, which was soon safely bestowed in the 
strong room on board, may well be imagined, 
for the King was but slenderly provided with 
funds, and these ancient stores of wealth, as the 
valuables were gradually and cautiously realised, 
would enable him to rehabilitate the finances of 
his kingdom and to put things on a firm and 
solid basis. 

The mischief done at the Palace by the 
riotous mob took a crowd of workmen some 
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days to repair, and in the meantime the whole 
party remained on board the man-of-war, for the 
ex-President's wound was troubling him, and 
both Lois and Miss Dodds were weak and unwell 
from the excitements and privations they had 
gone through. 

The Santa Marians returned to the city as 
soon as order was restored, and the troops, 
assured of their pay, made their submission to 
D'Arentas, who had entered Santa Maria at 
the head of his faithful few and with his many 
fugitives, without any opposition. Indeed, the 
whole nation welcomed with joy the promise of 
a period of peaceful and honest government, 
and the King was received with acclamations 
whenever he appeared in the streets of his 
capital. 

Dom Francisco's gratitude to Da Piera was 
boundless : all and more than all the money the 
latter had so lavishly spent for his King was 
restored to him, his estates were freed from 
encumbrances, and by the King's urgent request 
he took the office of Prime Minister, and with 
the help of a strong Cabinet gradually got things 
into a stable and satisfactory state. And when, 
at last, all things were in order for the great 
royal function, and the King of Boravia made 
his progress through his city of Santa Maria, 
Hilario da Piera rode in the place of honour 
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on the King's right hand, the faithful D' Arentas 
riding on the left. 

Dom Francisco, as yet a bachelor monarch, 
insisted on Da Piera and his party occupying 
their old quarters at the Palace, and a proud 
woman was Miss Dodds, who in her after 
life, when she was again settled down in her 
beloved Bath, would descant often and at great 
length upon the glories of those times when, 
with her beautiful niece, she assisted at the 
various Court functions which marked the 
accession of Francisco III. to the throne of his 
fathers. 

Standen's part in sheltering the President 
and his family, and in the discovery of the 
treasures, was, of course, made known to the 
King, who commanded his presence at the 
Palace and received him most cordially. Nor 
was John Burch forgotten, the only ring he 
ever wore, a single diamond of great value, 
testifying to the royal gratitude. 

As soon as Dom Francisco heard of Stan- 
den's betrothal to the ex-President's daughter the 
King sent for him, and, in very gracious words, 
he offered to give him an estate in Boravia and 
to confer upon him the title of Visconde ; but, as 
this would have involved Standen's becoming a 
naturalised Boravian subject, he respectfully 
declined the honour. 
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It was, however, and by the King's special 
command, from the Palace that in due course 
of time Lois da Piera was married ; and the 
little Anglican Church — for Lois adhered to 
her mother's faith — was crowded with the rank 
and fashion of Boravia when the Chaplain of 
the British Embassy joined the two together in 
Holy Matrimony, His Majesty himself being 
present and signing the registers. After spend- 
ing a brief honeymoon at Da Piera's country 
house, Standen and his beautiful wife returned 
to England, accompanied by Miss Dodds. 
They were soon followed by John Burch, who 
gladly returned to his beloved Devonshire, 
where he married the faithful Mary and settled 
down to the farmer's life he loved on an estate 
that he bought with a part of his share of the 
treasure. No one knew how rich the homely 
fellow was, and his children — to whom he had 
given the best of educations — and his widow 
were not a little surprised when his will was 
read. 

'Tes wunnerful how things dew vail out,' 
said John Burch, meditatively, some years after. 
It was a still evening in September ; Standen 
and he had had a long day's tramping after the 
birds over Squire Burch's stubbles and roots, 
and the two were seated smoking under the 
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great group of lime trees on Burch's lawn : the 
harvest moon was just rising over the shoulder 
of the hill opposite, and the soft gurgle of the 
stream in the valley beneath and the rustle of 
the leaves above them were the only sounds 
that broke the silence. * Yere be I a praper 
squire pin me own estate, wi' a plenty o' money 
fur missus and the young uns, and yere be yew 
a Parlymint man, med a barrownight for yer 
services theer by the Queen, not tew say nothen 
of her leddyship and they tew dear little byes 
of yourn. Who iver'd a thought it when us went 
out to that whisht old Santa Maria in the 
"Peronia"? Five hunderd thousand pound 
apiece ! ' Tes surprisin' ; I can't hardly belave 
it even now ; 'tes a mort o' money, sure enough. 
Sometimes I thinks as 'tes rayther hard does 
on them ancient Jesuite prastesas gathered them 
diamonds and treasures and hid 'em so keerful,' 
and he paused as he knocked the ashes out of 
his pipe. 

*Ah, well, I think we can keep what we 
have got with fairly clean consciences, Jan,' 
said Sir John Standen. * You see, we risked our 
lives to find these treasures to begin with, and 
then everything that we have of them was 
given to us by the King, and was, after all, only 
our proper and legal share. And as to what 
was done with the bulk of the money, why, 
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man, look at the state of Boravia as it is now : 
the monarchy firmly established, the finances 
sound, the country being rapidly developed, and 
the people quiet and satisfied ; and then remem- 
ber what the place was like when we went out 
there! No, Jan, you may depend upon it these 
treasures could not have been better spent : 
they have in the main been the means of making 
a whole nation prosperous and contented, and I 
think, in regard to this modest share of ours, I 
can safely quote your old saying about this self- 
same matter, namely, ** Findings, keepings/' ' 

* Well, I bean't sure but what you'm right, 
arter all,' said Jan, as he refilled and lit up his 
pipe, and sank back in his chair with a sigh of 
content. 
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Dlderot.--The Paradox of Acting. Translated, with Notes, by 

Walter Herries Pollock. With Preface by Sir Henry Irving. Crown Svo, parchment, 4^. Crf, 

Dobson (Austin), Works by. 

Thomas Beivlok and his Pajplls. with 95 Illustrations. Square 8vo, doth, 6f. 
Four Frenohwomen, With Four Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. 
Eighteenth Century Vignettes, In Three Series. Crown 8vo, buckram, flir. eadu 

Dobson (W. T.).~Poetlcal Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post 

8vo, doth hmp, aj. 6d, 

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, sx. each :_doth limp, ax. 6(f^ach. 
The Han-Htinter. | Wanted I 
Caught at Last. 
Tracked and Taken. 
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan 7 
Suspicion Aroused. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6tl. each : post %vo, illustrated boards, ax. each ; doth, ax. (d, each. 
The Han from Manchester. With ai Illustrations. 
Tracked to Doom. With Six fuU'page Illustrations by GORDON BROM^'NE. 
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. I The Chronicles of Michael Paneyltoh. 

Do wllng (Richard).— Old Corcoran's Money. Crown Svo. cl., 35. 6rf. 
D oyle (A. Conan).--The Firm of Qirdlestone. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. ^, 
Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 3s. dd. per Vbl. 

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, and a Biographical Memoir by 

WiLUAM GiFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 
Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 

Translations, with an Essay by A. C< SWiNEURNE ; Vc^ III.. Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 
Marlowe's Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colonel Cunningham. One Vol. 
Masslnger's Plays. From Gifford's Text. Edited by Colonel Cunningham. One Vol. 

Duncan (Sara Jeannette : Mrs. Everard Cotes), Works by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extnt, fs. 6d. each. 
A Social Departure. With m Illustrations by F. H. Townshnd. 
An American Olrl In London. With 80 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNsnNT). 
The Simple Adventures of a Memsah lb. With 37 illustrations by F. H. Townsbno. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, y. 6d. each. 
A Daughter of Tg-Pa y. | , V ernon's Aunt. With 47 Illustra tion s by Hal Hurst . 

Dutt (Romesh C.)--— England and India: A Record of Progress 

during O ne Hund red Yea rs. Crown S vo. doth, gx. 

Dyeir (t . F. f hlseiton).~-The Folk-Lore of Plants. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 6i. 
Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations 

by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown Svo. cloth boards, 3X. 6d. per Volume, 
Fletcher's (Giles) Complete Poems. One Vol. 
Da vies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols. 
Herpick's (Robert) Complete Collected Poems. Three Vols. 
Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works. Three Volis. 



A Detective's Triumphs. 
In the Grip of the Law. 
From Information Received. 
Link by Link. 1 Dark Deeds* 
Riddles Read. 



Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).--Zepliyrus: A Holiday in Brazil 

ynd on the River Plate. With 41 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, sx, • - 
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Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. Post 8vo, illast bds., 25. each. 

Arohie liovall. | A Potwt of HononA 

A Plaster Balat. Crawn 8*0. ctoih, $». 6d, jSMortry, 

Edwards (Eliezer).— Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary 

of Curious, (Quaint, and Out-of-tiie-Way Matters. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8n», doth, y. 6d, 

Edwards (M. Betham-), Novels by. 

KlUjr. Post 8to, boards, u. ; cloth, 9s. 6d, \ Fellela. Po« Sro, D l i atr ale d boid^ «r. 

Egerton (Rev. J. C, M. A.). — Sussex Foik and Sussex Ways. 

With I ntro ducti on by Rer. D r. H, WACE, and Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cioth extrm, $ t. 

Eggleston (Edward). — Roxy ; A Novel. Post 8vo. illust. boards. 25. 
Engftshman's House, The : A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build- 

bag a House. By C J. Richardson. Coloured Frontispiece and ^34 IHusts. Cr. 8to, cloth, y. 6d. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), Works by. 

The Iilfe and Times of Prince Charles Staart. Count 01* Albany (Thb Yoxtng Prbtbn. 

DER). With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7;. 6a. 
Stories from the State Papers. With Autotype Frontispiece. Crowe 8vo, doth, 6g, 

Eyes, Our : How to Preserve Them. By John Browning. Cr. 8vo, is. 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By Samuel Arthur Bent, 

A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 45. 6d. each. 

The Chemical History of a Candle : Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience. Edited 

bv WILLIAM CROOKBS. F.CS. With numerous Illustrations. 
On the Yarioas Forces of Nature, and their Relations to eaoh other. Edited bv 
WlLUAM CROOKBS, F.CS. With Illustrations. 

Farrer (J. Anson), Works by. 

Military Manners and Gastoms. Oown 8vo. cloth extra, 6s. 

War : Three Essays, reprinted from * Military Manners and Customs.* Crown 8vo. is. ; cloth, xs. 6d. 

Fenn (Q. Manvllle), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 6vo. illustratfid boards, ar. eadu 
The New Mistress. I Witness to the Deed. | The Ti<er Idly. | The White Tlrtfim 

A Woman Worth Winning. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 



Fin- Bee. — The Cupboard Papers : Observations on the Art of Living 

and Pining. Post 8vo, cloth limp , as. 6d. 

Fireworks, The Complete Art of Making ; or, The Pyrotechnist's 

Treasury. By THOMAS KENTISH. With 967 Illustrations. Croum 8vo, doth, 51. 

First Book, My. By Walter Besant, James Pavn, W. Clark Rus- 
sell, Qrant Allen. Hall Cainb, Gborgb R. Sims, rudvard Kipling, A. Conan Dovlr. 
M. E. Braddon. f. w. Robinson, H. Rider Haggard, r. m. Ballantynb, I. Zangwjll, 
Morlry Roberts, d. Christie Murray, Mary Corblli, J. K. Jbromb, John stran. r 
Winter, Bret Hartb, • Q.,' Robert Buchanan, and R. L. Stevenson, with a Prefatory Story 
b y Jerome K. Jerome, and 185 illustrations. A New Edition. Small demy 8vo, art linen, y. 6rf. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by. 

Little Essays : Passages from the Letters of Charlbs Lamb. Post 8vo, doth, af. 6dl 
Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, doth extra, y. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2X. each. 

Bella Donna, I The Lady of Brantome. I The Beoond Mrs. Tillottcnn. 

Polly. I Never Forgotten. | Beventy-flve Brooke Street. 

The Life of James Boswell (of Auchinleck). With Illusts. Two Vols., demy 8vo. cloth, a4x. 

The Savoy Opera. With 60 Illustrations and Portraits. Cruwn 8vo, doth, y. 6al 

Sir Henry Irving: Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, ts,\ doth, tj. 6rf. 

Flammarlon (Camille), Works by. 

Popalar Astronomy x A General Description of the Heavens. Translated by J. BLLARD Gore, 

F.R.A.S. With Three Plates and 388 lUustrations. Medium 8vo^. doth, zof. 6d. 
Urania t A Romance. With 87 lUustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 

Heaven, Christ's Victorie oe Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems. With Notes by 
Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, ys. 6d, 

Funblanque (Albany).— Filthy Lucre. Post 8vo, illast. boards, 25. 
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Forbes (Archibald).— The Life of Napoleon III. With Photo- 

gravure Frontispiece and Tmrty-«I« fuM-page IHuaftations. Demy 8vo, cloth, gilt top, lar. 

Fowler (J. Kersley).— Records of Old Times: Historical, Social, 

_ Poetica l, S porting, and AgriculturaL With Eight full-page lHustrations. Demy 8vo, doth, tos. td. 

Francillon (R. E.)f Novels by. 

Crown 8to, doth extra, 3X. 6d. each t post 8to, Illustrated boards, v. eadv 
One by One. i A Real Queen. | A Dog and hla Bhadovr. 
Ropes of Sand. IDustrated 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9S. each. 
Queen Cophetua. I Olymp la. I Romancee of t he I<av« | King or Knave 7 

Jack Doyle'e Dau g hter* Crown 8vo, cloth, y. td . 

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6^. each ; 

Ulu<itrated boards. »r. each 

Seth's B rother's Wife. \ Th e Lawton Girl. 

French Literature, A History of. By Henry Van Laun. Three 

Vols., demy Bvo, doth boards, ^s, 6d. each. 

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities. Edited 

by John L anh. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, ix. 6d. 

Gardening: Books. Post 8vo, is. each ; cloth limp. is. 6d. each. 

A Year's Work In Garden and Greenhouse. By George Glbnny. 
Household Horticulture. Bv Tom and Jane Ibrrold. Illustrated. 
The Garden that Paid the Ren t. By Tom Jhr rold. 

_ M y Garden Wild. By Francis G. Heath. Crown Svo, clo th, gi lt edg es, 6i. 



Gardner (Mrs. Alan).— Rifle and Spear with the Ra]poots : Bein^ 

the Narrative of a Winter's 1 ravel and Sport in Northern India. With numerous Illustrations by the 
Auth or and F, H. TOWNSBND. Demy 4to. half-bound, axf. 

Garrett (Edward).— The Capel Girls: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated 

Doards, zr. 

Gaulot (Paul).— The Red Shirts: A Story of the Revolution. Trans- 

l ated by JOHN DE ViLLlERS. Witli a Frontispiece by STANLEY Wood. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6rf. 

Gentleman's Magazine, The. is. Monthly. Contains Stories, 

Articles upon Literature, Science, Biof^traphy, and Art, and * Table Talk * by SVLVANUS URBAN. 
♦,* B ound yplumes/or recent yetrs kept in stock, 8j. 6rf. each. Cases for binding, as.each. 

Gentleman's An nual, The. Published Annually in November, is. 
German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 

Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction by TOHN RUSKIN, and aa Steel Plates after 
( ; E O RGE C R U IKSHANK. Squa r e Svo, doth, 6j. 6d, ; g i lt edges, ^s. 6tf. 

Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo,cl., 3s. 6d. ea.; post Svo, bds.,M. 

Robin Gray. With Frontispiece I Loving a Dream. 

The Golden Shaft. With Frontispie ce. | Of High Degree. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each. 

Jn Iiove and War. 
A Heart's Problem. 
By Mead and Stream* 
The Braes of Yarrow* 
Fancy Free. 



The Flower of the Forest. 

The Dead Heart. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What Will the World Bay? 

For the King. | A Hard Knot. 



Queen of the Meadow. 
In Pastures Green. 



In Honour Bound* 

Heart's Delight. | Blood-Money. 



G i b ney (Somerville).— S en tenced ! Crown Svo, cloth, 15. 6d. 
Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, 25. 64. each. 

The FIRST SERIES contains : The Wicked World— Pygmalion and Galatea— Charity—The Princess-^ 



The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

II Hearts— EngfaeeC 
— H.M.S. •Pinafore'— The Sorcerer— The Pirates of Penzance. 



l*he SECOND SERIES : Broken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— Gretchen—Danl Druce— Tom Cobb 



The Third Series ; Comedy and Tragedy— Foggerty's Fairy— Rosencrantz and Gondenstem— 
»— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Ruddigore—>The Yeomen of the Guard— The Gondoliers- 



Patience- 

The Mountebanks— Utopia. 



dBlght Original Comle Operas written by W. S. Gilbert. In Two Series. Demy Svo, cloth, 
2S. 6d. each. The FIRST containing : The Sorcerer— H.M.S. "Pinafore '-The Piratesot Penzance— 
lolanthe— Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Trial by Jury. 

llie SECOND Series containing: The Gondoliers— The Grand Duke— The Yeomen of the Guard— 
His Excellency- Utopia. Limited— Ruddigore— The Mountebanks— Haste to'the Wedding. 

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birthday Book: Quotations for Every Day In the Year, selected 
from Plays by W. S. GiLHKRT set to Music by Sir A. SULLIVAN. Compiled by ALEX. WATSON. 
Royal i6mu, Japanese leathei, as. 6d, 
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Gilbert (William), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds.. as. each. 

Dr. AastlB*B OuAsta* 

Thm Wizard of the Monntaln. 



Dr. AastlB*f OaMtB^ , . I jram«s Dak«« Cost^nnonger* 



Qlanville (Ernest), Novels by. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, y. 6tL each ; post Sro, Olustrated boards, *r. each. 
TiM liOat H«lrttss i A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With Two Illustrations by H. NiSBET. 
The FoaalokftT i A Romance of Ma^onaland. With Two IQustiatlocis by HUMB NlSBST. 
A Pair ColonUt. With a Frondspiece by 6TANLSY WOOD. 



The Golden Rook. With a Frontispiece by Stanley Wood. Oown 8vo, doth extn, y. 6d, 

Kloof Yarns. Crown Sro, pictuie cever, u, ; cloth, is. 6tL 

Tales from the Yold. With Twelve lUustrations by M. Nisbet. Crown 8ro. cloth, jx. 6<f. 

Qlenny (Qeors:e).— A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 

Practical Advice as to the Manaj^ement of the Flowrr, Fruit, and Frame Garden. Fost 8vo, is. ; doch, is. (j:i. 

- - I - . 

Godwin (William).— Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl.. 2<. 
Golden Treasury of Thought, The : An Encyclopaedia of Quota- 

TIOWS. Edited by Thhodorb Taylor. Critwn 8vo. doth gih. js. 6d. 

Gontaut, Memoirs of the Duchesse de (Gouvernante to the Chil- 

dren of France), 1773-1636. Wit|y Two Photc^^ravures. Two Vols., demy 8vo. doth extra, ais. 



Goodman (E. J.).— The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, y.td. 
Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique 

Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and W. KONBR. Edited by Dr. F. HUBFPBX. With 54$ lUustra- 
tions. Larf^e crown 8vo, doth extra, ^s. 6d. 

Greville (Henry), Novels by. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, or. each. 
If ikanop. Translated by Eliza E. Chasb. 
A Woble Woman. Translated by ALBERT D. Vandam. 

Griffith (Cecil). ->Corinthia Marazion: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloih 

extra, 3r. 6a. ; post 8to, Illustrated boards, as. 

Grundy (Sydney).— The Days of his Vanity: A Passage in the 

Life of a Youn^ Man. Crown Svo, doth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 9S. 

Habberton (John, Author of • Helen's Babies '), Novels by. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.; cloth limp, as. 6d. each. 
Brueton'e Bayou. | Country Luck. 



Hair, The : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 
lated from the German of Dr. J. PiNCUS. Crown Svo, xs. ; doth, xs. 6d, 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex.. 6s. each. 

Mew Bymbole. I Legends of the Morrow. | The Serpent Play. 



Kaiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, is. 



"I 



Halifax (C.)--— Dr. Rumsey's Patient. By Mrs. L. T. Meads and 

Clifford Halifax, M.D. Crown Svo. doth, y. 6d. 

Hall (Mrs. S. C.).— Sketches of Irish Character. With mimernns 

Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MaCLISE, GILBERT, HaRVEY, and GeORGB CRUIKSHANK. 
Small demy Svo, cloth extra, 7J. (h/. 

Hall (Owen), Novels by. 

The Track of a Storm. Cheaper Editioiu Crown Svo, doth, y. 6d, 
Jetsam. Crown Svo, cloth, rr. 6d. 

Halliday (Andrew).— Every'day Papers. Post Svo, boards. 25. 
Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles and 

Explanatory Text. By DON FELIX DB SALAMANCA., Post Svo, doth limp, af.- 6i<. 

Hanky-panky: Easv and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 

Hand; &c. Edited by W. H. Crembr. With aoo inostratlons. Crovm Svo, doth extra. 4f. 6d. 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the Greenwood Tree. Crown 8vo, clotfc 

extra, with Portrait and 15 Illustrations, jx. 6d. ; post Svo, Illustrated boards, v. ; cloth limp, ax. 6d, 
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Harfe's (Bret) Collected Workd. Revised by tha Antbor. LIBRARY 



IS?' 



111 CdIduk br EDMUND EVAB 3. S m ad jto, ctofh, y. 

anal slwlwtlLa'a Cllanl.uid Sana OtbuFiapla. wuii ■ Fnnuqiigu. 









I>evU'a Ford, ^c Wliha I?oiuliBi«abr^F. R. DVEKHHII, 

ThrsH PMFlnaFm:«, ThiBlcSIriluDnHsa'rTrnHk wfiliB Illu<:tn>ioia by J, CuucK. 

Hawels (Mrs. H. ft..), Book5 by. 

ThS Art Dl Drm.* im ^ llJuitnWmi. Fw g^b i dc^ it U 

Haweis (Rev. H. R., M.A.), Books by^_ 

Xnval and Tsjk. IMs-SS-SS i Mi 



tiawthome (Julian), Novels by. 






Hawthorne (Nathaniel).— Our Old Home. Annotated 

lajej from Iha Auinot'i Non;-b(jok>. and Hlustralcd wUh ji PlioUBnTurm. Tiw Vc 


with Pas- 

Ht.. a. evo. jj^ 


Helps (Sir Arthur!, 


, Works by. Post 8 


I'D. cloth limp, at. 


6<f.each, 










Henderson (Isaac). 


- Agatha Page : A 


Novel. Cr. 8vo 


,c!., 31. a. 


Henty (0. A.), Novels by. 


:««i'. Cup. 


^^«.^, 


DoTDthy-a Doubla. 


laarai. C»„e«>,cl,;.li.Gi).,< 




Herman (Henry).- 


A Leading Lady. : 


Post 8vo.bds.,M. ; 


cL.M.erf. 
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Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).— Freeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans- 
lated by ARTHUR RANSOM. Crowm Svo, cloth extra. 6f. 

Hesse- Warteg:g: (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis: The Land and 

the People. With aa Illu&trattoiis. Crown 8vo. doth extra, 3r. 6A 

Hill (Headon).— Zambra the Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. ; 

post 8ns plctnre boards, at. ; cloth« ax. 6d. 



Hill (John), Works by. 

Trsaaon-Fttlonyt Post 8vo. boards, er. 



I The Common Aaeestop. Cr. 8vo, dodi, y. &i. 



Hoey (Mrs. CasheQ.—The Lover's Creed. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Holiday, Where to go for a. By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell, 

nart., M.P., John Watson, Janr Barlow, Mary Lovett Cameron, Justin H. McCarthy, 
Paul Lanck, J. w. Graham, J. ll. Salter. Phcebb Allen, s. J. Beckbti', L. Rivers Vine, 
an«l c. F. Gordon Gumming. Crown 8%-o. is. : cloth. IS. M. ; 

Holilngshead (John).— Niagara Spray. Crown 8vo, is. 

Holmes (Gordon, M.D.)— The Science of Voice Production and 

Voice Pre—rvaUon. Crown 8to. is. ; cloth, if. 6d. 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 

Th« Aatoorat of the Breakfast-Table. Illustrated by J. (GORDON Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth 

liiiip, as. td.- Another Edition, itost 8vo, cloth, zx. 
The Aatoerat of the Breakfast-Table aud The Professor at the Breakfast-Table* 

la One VoL Post bvo, hair-bound, ax. 



Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 

tlie Author, Portrait, and aoo Illustrations. Crown 8to, cloth, y. M, 

Hood's Whtins and Oddities* With 85 Illustrations. Post 8vo, half-bound, ax. 

Hood (Tom).— From Nowhere to the North Pole: A Noah's 

Arkae ological Narrative. With as Illustrations by W. Brunton aad E. C. BARNES. Cr. 8to, cloth, 6x. 

tiook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works ; including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns; and Hoaxes. With Life of the AuUior, Portraits, Facsimiles and 
Illustrations . Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. id. 

i iooper (Mrs. Geo.).— The House of Raby/ Post 8vo. boards, zs, 
Hopkins (Tighe).— ''Twlxt Love and Duty.' With a Frontispiece. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3X. 6rf. 

Horne (R. Henglst). — Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 

Portrait by SU MMERS. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fs, 

Hungerford (Mrs., Author of • Molly Ba^yn *), Novels by. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, ax. each ; cloth limp, ax. 6d. each. 
A Maiden All Forlorn. I A Modern Olrce. i An Unsatlsfaetonr Lover* 

Marvel. A Mental Btvotfglet I X«ady Patty. 
In Doranee Ylle. !_ I 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9t. each ; doth Hmp, ax. 6d. each. 

Lady Yerner's Flight. | The Professor's Bxperlment. 

The Red-House Mystery. I Nora Crelna. 

The Three Graces. I 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3X. 6ei. each. 

An Anxious Moment. i A Point of Consolenee. 

April's Lady. I Peters Wife. | JLovlce. 

Hunt's (Leigh) Essays : A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited 

by EuMUNl) OLLI E R. Post 8vo. half-bound, ax. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3X. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
The Leaden Casket. | S el f-Condemned. | That Other Person. 

Thornlcroft's Model. Post 8vo, boards, ax. | Mrs. Jallet* Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3x. 6(1. 



Hutchison (W. M.).— Hints on Colt-breaking. With 25 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jx. 6d. 

Hydrophobia : An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; The TechniqiA of 

his Method, and Statistics. By RENAUD SUZORf M.B. Cr ow n 8vo, cloth extra, 6x. 

Hyne (C. Jt CutcUffe).— Honour of Thieves. Cr. 8vo, cloth, y. 6<i. 
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Impressions (The) of Aureole. Cheaper Edition, with a New Pre- 
face. Post 8vo, blush-rose paper and cloth, as. 6A 

Indoor Paupers. By One of Them. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d, 
Innkeeper's Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler's Manual. 

By J. Trkvor-Davies. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A. 

Perceval Graves. Post 8vo. cloth liuip, 2jr. 6J. 
Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 

By Percy Fitzgerald. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, IS. ; doth, is. 6d, 

James (C. T. C). ~ A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. Post 

8vo, dotli limp, \s. 6d. 

Jameson (William).— My Dead Self. Post 8vo, bds.,25, ; cl., 2s. td. 
Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.).— Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2*. each. 

The Dark Colleen* I The Queen of Connautfht. 

Jefferies (Richard), Books by. Post 8vo. cloth limp, 25. 6d. each. 

Mature near London. | The Life of the Fields. | The Open Air. 

S* Also the Hand-MAOB Paper Edition, crown Svo, buckram, gilt top. 6s. each. 

The Eulogy of Rie)iard Jefferies. By sir Walter Besant. With a Photograph Portrait. 
Crown Svo. cloth extra. &r. 

Jennings (Henry J.), Works by. 

Gurlosltiea of Criticism. Post 8vo, clotli hmp. zr. 6dL 

Iiord Tennyson x A Biographical Sketch. With Portrait. Post Svo, is. \ doth, is. 6d. 



Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by. 

Btatfeland. With 64 Illustrations by J. Bernard Partridgb. Fcapb 4to, picture cover, u. 
John Ingerfleld* &c. With 9 Illusts. by A. S. Boyd and John Gulich. Fcap. Svo, pic cov. : 
The Prude's Progress 1 A Comedy by J. K. Jerome and Eden Phillpotts. Cr.evo, ts. 



Jerrold (Douglas). —The Barber's Chair; and The Hedgehog 

Iietters. Post Svo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post Svo, 15. ea. ; cloth limp, 15. 6i. each. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

Household Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. 

Jesse (Edward). —Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 

Post Svo, cloth Ump, as, 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 35. 6d, each. 

Finger«Ring Lore : Historical, Legendary, and AnecdotaL With Hundreds of Illustrations. 
Credulities, Past and Present. Including the Sea and Seamen, Minurs. Talismans, Word and 
Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Annuals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c With Frontispiece. 
Crovms and Coronations t A History of Regalia. With 91 Illustrations. 

J onsen's (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 

a Biographical Memoir by William Gifford. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols, 
crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining 'The Antiquities of the Tews' and 'The Wars of the Jews.' With 5a Illustrations and Maps. 
Two vols., demy Svo, half-bound, 12s. bd. 

Kempt (Robert).— Pencil and Palette : Chapters on Art and Artists. 

Post S vo, cloth li mp, g f. 6rf. ^ 

Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous 

Sketches. Post Svq, illustrated boards, as. ; cloth, 9s. 6rf. 

Kins: (R- Ashe), Novels by. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
• The Wearing of the Green.* | Passion's Slave. | Bell Barrjf, 

A OrftWB Qftma. crows tvo, doth. sf. V, \ post Qvo, Ulustratttd boards ts. 
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Knl^t (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward. L.R.C.P.). — The 

FaU«Bil'a Tada Maenmi How to G«C Moat Benefit from Medical AdHc*. Cr.8ff«bv.t <l,zx.6<iL 

Knifiiits (The) of the Lion : A Romance of the Thirteeath Centuxy. 

Edued. with an Introductton, by the Marquess OF LORKH, K.T. Crown Bto^ dOfft wctra, <*. 

Lunb^B (Charles) Complete Works ia Prose and Verie, including 

* Poetry foe Children 'end * Prince Dona.' Bdited^with Notet and IntrodndloB. by R. H. Shbp< 
HERO. With Tiro Portraits and FacslBaOo of the * Hssay on Roast Fk^.' Crowa 8vo, doth, st. 6A 

Th« B«—y of BUa* Poet 8vo, pdnted on laid paper and half-bouno, sr. 

lattla Bssayst Slwtches and Cbara ct e w by Chaiu.ES iJkMB, sdected firoaa Ms Letters by PERCY 
FlTZGBRAUX Post Sto, cloth limp, ax. to. 

The Dnunatle Basaya of Ghanaa Xiamb* With Introduction and Notes by Brandbr Mat- 
THEWS, and Steel-plate Poitratt. Fca^ 8vo, half-bound, as.6t/. 

Landor (Walter Savafi:e).— Citation and Examination of William 

Shitkspeare. ttc, betore Sir Twmas Lacy, touchtajir Deer-stealing, Z9th September, xsSs. To which 



is added. A Ooafloranoa of Maatar Bdmuna Bpanaar with tho Eari of Essex, touching the 
State or Ireland, 1595. Fcap. 8»o, hatf-RoKburghe, ax. od. 

Ume (Edward Wiltlam).— The Thousand and One Nights, com- 

monlycaDed bt England Tha JMfaMaB Mighta* Bntartainmairtll* Translated from the Arabic, 
with I!lQie&. lOostrated with many hundred Engravings from Designs by HARVEY. Edited by EDWARD 
Stajmy Poole, with Preface by STANLEY Lanb-Poolh. Three Vols., demy 8vo, doth, 7s. td. ea. 

L^irwood (Jacob), Works by. 

Anapdotaa of tha Clergy. Post 8vo, laid paper, half-bound , an. 

Post 8vo, doth limp, at. 6d, each. 
Foppyatc Jknaodota ^. | Theatrloal Anaodota a. ^^ 

Lehfltann (R. C), Works by. Post 8vo, is, each; cloth, 15. 6d, each. 

Ha»»y Piadyar at Caunbridtfa. 

Conyfiraatlopal BlBta for Yomig Shootawii A Guid^to Polite Talk. 

Leigh (fleniy S.).— Carols of Cockayne, Printed on hand-made 

paper, bound in budcram, y. 

Leland (C. Qodfrey), — A Manual of Mending and Repairing. 

With Dlayams. Crown 8vo, doth, y. 

Lepelletier (Edmond). — Madame Sans-Qene. Translated from 

the French by JOHN DE ViLHERS. Crown 8vo> doth, 31. 6rf. ; post Byo^ jJctore boards, ar. 

Le ys (John).— The Lindsays; A Romance. Post 8vo, illust.bd3.,25. 
L ilbum (Adam).— A Tragedy in Marble. Or. 8vo. cloth. 35. 6d. 
Lindsay (Harry, Author of 'Methodist Idylls ')f Novels by. 

Rhoda Robarta. Crown 8vo, cloth, sx. 6d. 

Tha_J acobit e : A Romance of the Conspiracy of * The Forty.' Crown 8to, doth, gilt top, 6s. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by. 

Crpwn 8vo, doth extra, y. td. each ; post 8to, Illustrated boards, ar. each. 

Patricia Kemball. J lone. f Under which Lord 7 With ta lOustrations. 

_ . . . j^^ _ . _ . . _ _ 



posti 



The Atonement of Learn Dundaa. i * My Love t ' I Sow^intf the Windi 

The World Well Loat. With 12 lUusts. Paaton Carew, r ' 

The One Too Many. I Dulde Everton. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 

The Rebel of the Family. 5?ri*lL* Silken Thread. 

Post Bvo, doth limp, as. 6d. each. 

Witch Btorlea. | Ouraelveai Essays on Women. 

Freeshqoting t Extracts from the Works of Mrs. Lynn Linton, 
•' — ■ * ■ ] I 



Lucy (Henry W.).— Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown Bvo, cloth 

extaTt, 3f. 6rf. ; ppst 8vo, (llusttat)e | ;jt bpajrds, as. 

Macalpine (Avery), Novels by. 

Tareaa Itaamu C^wa Svo, doth extra, ts. 

Broken W l nga* With Sbf Illustrations by W. J. Hennessy. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s. 

MacColl (Hugh), Novels by. 

BCn. Btraxitfer'a Sealed Packet* Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, as. 

Edyior yhltlock. Crown 8vo. doth extra. 6 j. 



MacdOfiell (Agnes).— Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 



MacGregor (Robert).— Pastimes and Players: Notes on Popular 

Ga mes. Po st 8to. cloth limp, ar._6rf. 

Mackay (Charles, LL.D.). — Interludes and Undertones; or. 

Mubic at Twilight. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6*. ' 
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McCarthy (Justin, M.P.)f Works by. 

A Histovy or Our Own T1iims« Arom the AccesnoM of Queen Victoria to the General Election of 
1880. LlBHAiey Edition. Four Vpls.. demy Svo, clow extra, tax. each.— lAlso a POBULAR 
BDmOiit Itt Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.— And the JUBILBB EDITION, with an 
Appendix of Gveotstothe end of tflML in Two Vols., large crown 8vo, doth extra, js. 6d. each. 

tL Huftopy of Our Own Times, irom 1880 to the Diamond Jubile*. Demy Sro, cloth extra, 
xar. ydfoRn''with the LIBRARY EDITION of the first Four Volumes. 

Jl BhorCIIbrtory of Our Own Tlmea. One VoL. crown Sro, docli axtra, 6r.— Abo a Chbap 
POFULAJI EDITION, post Bvo. doth limp, ar. 6d. 

A HlstoPj of ttao Fonr-Ooorgoa* Four Vols., demy Svo, d. mx^ nr. each. [Vol*. L 9c II. rtmdy. 

Mj Puritftila^hf C^T- Two Vo ls., demy 8to, cloth, a4f . iShortiy, 

Crown Svo, doth extra. 91. 6d. each ; poit tvoi illustrated boardsi, ar. each ; doth Bmp. ar. td. each. 

Donna Qnlxoto. With la Illustrations. 
The Comet of a Beaaon. 
Maid of Athens. With ta lUustratioaa 



The JTateMale Nel^boora. 
Mjr Biiemy*s Dau^hteva 



Fair Saa:on. 
Xilnley Roohfopd. 
DeavXady Disdain. 
Miss Misanthrope. WHh n Illustrationt. 



Camlola 1 A Girl with a Fortune. 

The Dictator. 

Bed Diamonds. | The Riddle Rlngi 



The Three Dlstfraees* and oth er Stories. Ciown ttot doth, jr. Ml 

•TheRUhtHoaoorable.* ByJUSTiNMOCAKSHbM.F«,aadMsaCAMPBBULPRABix Crows 
8yo, cloth extra. 6s. 

McCarthy (Justin Huntly), Works by. 

The French Revelation. (Constituent AsMoibly. j st yi^i ). Fear Vols., demy Bro. doth, isr. each. 

An Outline of the History 6f Ireland. Cmwe mo, xs. : doth, is. 6d. 

Ireland Blnee the Union 1 Sk etch— of Irish HUtory, it98-i M6. Crown Sro, cloth, 6t, 

Balls In liondoni Poems. Sm all 8vo, gold ck>tli,-B<yfcfc 

Our Sensation Novel* Crown 8vo, picture eover, ar. ; doth Hmpb if. M. 

Doom I An Atlantic Episode. Crown Sro, picture cover, is. 

Dolly I A Sketch. Crown 8To,,picture corer, tr. ; doth limn, is. 6d, 

liUy Xass I A Romance. Crown 8vo, picture corer, w. i cloth ttmp, u. M. 

The Thousand and One Days* With Two PhotoeraTursa. Twe V«la« crawn tve^ hdfrbd.i isr. 

A liondon fjetf end. Crown 8vo, doth, jr. 6d. 

The Royal Chrlstoi^her. Crown 8yo. doth, y. U, 

MacDonald (Oeoree, LL.D.), Books by. 

Works of Fanoy andlmatfinatlon. Ten Vola, ifimo, doth, flk edffw. Is dolh csm^ ma ; «r 

the Volumes may be had separately, in Grolier doth, at ar. 6dt each. 
VoU I. Within and Without.— the Hidden Lifb. 
„ Ti. The D1SCIP1.B.— The Gospel women.— Book op Sonnets.— Organ i 
„ XXL ViouN Songs.— Songs op the Days aha Hacms^— A Book * 

poems.— poems for Children. 
„ rv. Parables.— Ballads.— Scotch Songs. 

„ V. & VI. PHANTASTBS: a. Faerie Romance. | VoL VII. THB 

„ VIII. The Light princess.— The Giants Heart.— 'Shadows. 
„ IX cross-purposes.— The Golden Key.— The Carasoyn.— Lxrrui Dayliciit. 
M X. THE cruel-Painter.— The wow o' riwbm.— The Castuu— The bbmoqi Swords. 

—The Gray wolp.— uncl e Cornelius. 

Poetical Works of Oeortfe MacDonald. Collected and Anranged by tiie AadMc. Two Vols. 

crown 8vo, buckram, i&r. 
A Threefold Cord. Edited by Grorg b MacDonald. Po st 8vo, doth, sr, 

Phantastest A Faerie Romance. With as Illustrations by J. Bell. Crown Sro, doth extra, sr. 6d. 
Heather and Snow t A Novel Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 31. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ar. 
Ll llth;^ A Romance. SECOND Editio n . Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6r. 



Maclise Portrait Gallery ('The) of Illustrious Literary Charac- 
ters ! 85 Portraits by Daniel Maclise j with Memoirs— Biui^raphical. Critical, Biblioeraphical, 
and Anecdotal— illustrative of the Uterature of the former half of tiie Present Century, by WILLIAM 
Bates , B.A. C ro wn Bvo, doth ext ra, 3*.^^^; 

Macquoid (Mrs,)» Works by. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6*. each. 

In Che Ardennes. With 50 Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. 34 lUnsts. by T. R. Macquoid. 

Through Normandy. With 93 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid, and a Map. 

Through Brittany. With 35 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid, and a Map. 

About Yorkshire* With 67 lU ustration s by T. R. MAC QUOID. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ar. each. 
The Evil Eye, and other Stories. | Lost Hose, and othw Stones. 

Mag:lclan's Own Book, The: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c. 

Edited by W. H . CitBMBR. With aoo lUustrations. Crown Bro. cloth extra, 4*. 60, 

JVla^ric Lantern, The, and its Management : Including full Practical 

Directions. By T. C. Hepworth. With re Illustrations. Crown 8^0, if. ; dotli, m. 6d. 

Magina Charta : An Exact /Facsimile of tbe Original in the British 

M useum, 3 feet by a feet, with Arms and Seals emblagoned in Gold and Colouis, y. 

Mallory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d' Arthur: The Stories of King 

Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B. MONTGOUBMB RAM* 
KINU Post 8vo, doth Ump, ac. 



i 



lO CHATtO A WiNDtfS, Pabllshert, iti 5t. BlUrtto'i Lafie, London. W.C 
Mullock (W. H.), Works by. 

Fm MttW Rapubllo. Post 8ro, picture corer. »s, : doth limp, v. M. 
ta New Paul A YtMlnl*: Posttivism on an Idand. Post Sro, doth. ts. 6A 
RoBUUio* of thm lliiiat««iitli Cantavy. Crown Sro, doth te t pott troi Hfaat boaids, ai: 



PoMBS* SmaO 4to, pardunent, ftr. 

Is lato Wortb lavliig? Ctown 8to. doth extra, 6s, 



Marsrueritte (Paul and Victor).— The Disaster. Translated by 

FRBOBRlC Lees. Crown 8to. doth, 3^ . 6d, 

Marlowe's Works. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes 

and Introdoctioas, bjr Colond CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8to, doth extra, y. 6d, 

Masslneer's Plays. From the Text of William Gifford. Edited 

by CoL CUNNINCHAM. Crown Sro, doth extra, jr. id, 

Masterman (J.).— Half'a'Dozen Daughters. Post 8vo. boards. 2s. 

■■*» ■ ■l.»«.M^ ■ ^i»^-^— ■ ■■■■■! ■■■■■ i »■■■■ »^.^^^^»^»^^M^^i^^^»— — — — ^^1^— ^»^M| I ■ ^ I ■ 

Matthews (Brander).— A Secret of the Sea, &c Post 8vo, illus- 

tratfcd boards. 9S. j dothtimpHaJ. 6d. 

Mei|de (L. TO, Novels by. 

A BoIdi«r of FovtaiiO* Crown &ro, doth, y, 6d. ; post 8ro. IBiMtratad boudt. at. 

CrownSvo, doth, y. 6death. 

In an Iron Grip. t Tho Toloo of tho Chapmor* Wldi • Uhistntloaa 

Dr. Riims«y*B PaUont. By L. T. Mbadb and Cupford Halifax. M.D. 

On tho Brink of a Chasm. Crown 8to, doth, gilt top, 61. 

_ I ■ - — - - - - • - - , „ , , _ _ _ _ ^ 

Merrick (Leonard), Novels by. 

Tho Man vrho vraa Good. Post 8vo, pictun boards, v. 



Crown Sro, doth. y. 6d. each. 
ThU Sta<0 of Foolo. | Cynthlai A Daughter of the PhOisdnes. 



Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 

A. E. SWEPT and J. Armoy Knox. With a6s Illustrations. Crown 8to, cloth extra, js. 60. 

Mlddlemass (Jean), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 25. each. 

Touch juid Go. I Mr. PQglllion. 

Miller {Mrs. F. Fen wick). —-Physiology for the Young; or, The 

House Of Life. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8to, doth limp, ex. 6d, 

Milfon (J. L.), Works by. iPost 8vo. is. each; cloth, is. 6d, each. 

The Hygiene of the Bkln. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, l^nes, &c. 

The Bath In Dieeaeea of the Skin. 

The Lawn of Life, and their Relation to Dlaoaaos of tha Bkln. 

Mlnto (Wm.).— Was She Good or Bad? Cr. 8vo, is.; cloth, is.~6d . 
Mijtord (Bertram), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each. 

The Oan--Ranner i A Romance of Zululand. With a Frontispiece by STANLEV L. WOOD. 

The Lack of Gerard Rldtfeley. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood. 

'The King*e AeaetfaL With Six fuU-pa^ Illusttations by Stanley L.'Wooo. 

Hetaahaw FanntngTe Qneet. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L, Wood. 

Molesworth (Mrs.). — Hathercourt Rectory. Post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, ax. 



Moncrieff (W. D. Scott-).— The Abdication: An Historical Drama 

Wfth ^even Etchings by JOHN PbTTIB. W. Q. ORCHARDSON, J. MACWHIRTBR. COLIN HUNTER 
R. Macbeth and Tom Graham. Imperial 4to, buckram, azx. 



Moore (Thomas), Works by. 

The Eplcarean ; and Alolphron. Pos 



Post Sro, half-bound, sf. 
Prose and Verse ; indudingr Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS OP LORD BYRON. Edited 
by R. H. Shepherd. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Muddock (J. E.) Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. «. 6d. each. 
BfUld Marian and Robin Hood. With is Illustrations by STANLEY WOOD. 
Basils the Jester. Wiih Frontispiece by Stanley Wood. 
Yountf Lochlnvar. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, sf. each. 

Ths Dead Man's Secret. J_ _ From ths Bosom of tha Da«p» 

■torles Weird and WondsrfuL Post 8vo. illustmed boards, as. ; cloth, ax. 6A 
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Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 

CnmnSTO, cloth extra, 3s. 6A each ; post »to, lliutrated boards, af. each. 
A Lira's AtoB«in«nt. A Modal Faihar. Bob Martin's Xilttla Old. 



Josaph'B Coat. 13 lUustt. 

Goals of Flra. t lUusts. 

Val Btranga. 

Haajfts. 

Tlia Way of ttaa World. 



Tlma*s Ravantfes. 
A Wastad Crima. 
In Dlrast ParU. 
Monnt Daspalr. 
A Capful o^MaUs. 



Old Blazar's Havo. 

Cynic Fortuna. Frontisp. 

By tha Gata of tha Saa. 

A Bit of Human Matnra. 

FlrstJParaon Blngular. 
Ttaa is*Mwg of a Movallst 1 AirExperiinentm Autobu^raphy. With a CoQotype Poxtzait. Cr. 

8to, buckram, y.td. ^ ^ . 

My Contampovarlas In Fict ion. Crown 8vo, buckram, y . 6d. 

Ttals Xattla World. Crown 8vo. cloth, f^t top, 6r. 

Talas In Prosa and Yaraa. With Frontspiece by Arthur Hopkins. Cr. 8to, cloth, y. 6d. 

A Raoa for Millions. Crown 8vo, cloth. ss.6d. 

Tha Chnrch of Humanity. Crown 8vo. cloth, gilt top. 6s. jPrepartttf. 

Murray (D. Cfiristie) and Henry Herman, Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 9S, each. 
Ona Tjiavaller Returns. I T>ia Blslurps* Bible. 
P aul Jg^s's Alias, &c. With niuftrations by A. FORBSytftR and G. NiCOLHT. 

Murray (Henry), Novels by. 

Post-Sro, illostrated boards, u. each ; ddth. ft, 6d. each. 
A Oama of Bluff. | A ^fijag ff ^Rpanca. 

Newbolt (Henry).— Taken from the Enejny. Fop. 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.\ 

leatheiettiBk is. ^^___^ 

Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 

* Ball Up.* Crown 8to. cloth extra, y . 6A ; post Sro, IDustrated boards, ar. 
Dr. Barnard St. Ylncant. Po st 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. 
liassons In Art. With n Illustrations. Crown.Sro, ck>6i extra, ar. 6A 

Norris (W. E.), Novels by. 

Saint Ann'a. Crown 8vo, doth, y. (>d, ;_post tro, picture boenla, ei. 

Billy Ballaiy. With a Frontispiece by F. H. To>W«END. Crown 8vo, doth, y. 6rf. 

O'Hanlon (Alice), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

The ^Unforeseen. | Chance ? or Fata t 

Ohnet (Georges), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2«. each. 

Doctor Ramean. I A I^st I iowa. 

A Weird Gift. _Crown Sro, Moth, y. 6d, ; post 8vo, picture boards, ar. 

Ollphant (Mrs.), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2*. each. 

The Prlmrosa Path. | Whltaladlaa. 
Tha Greatest Heiress In Bn ^and. 

The Sqrce ress. Crow n 8vo. c loth, y. 6A 

O' Reilly (Mrs.). —Phoebe's Fortunes. Post Svo, illust. boards. 25. 
O'Shaughnessy (Arthur), Poems by: 

Fcap. Svo, cloth extra, is. 6d. each. 

Music and Moonlight. | Songs of a Worker. 

L a ys of France. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. loj. 6d. 

Oulda, Novels by. Cr. 8vo. cl., 35. 6d. ea.; post Svo, illust. bds.,25. ea. 



Held In Bondaga. 
Trieotrln. 
Btrathmore. | Chandos. 
Cecil Castlemalne's Gage 
Under Two Flags. 
Puck. I IdalU. 
FoUe-Farlne. 



In Maramma. J Wanda. 
Blmbl. I Byrlln. 
Frescoes. i Othmar. 
Princess Hapraxlne. 
Oullderqy. | RufBno. 
Two Offenders. 
Banta Barbara. 



A Dog of sFlanders. 
Pascarel. | Slgnat 
Two Wooden Shoes. 
In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. I Friendship. 
A YiUage Commune. 
Moths. I Plplatrello. 

POPULAR Editions. Medium Svo, 6d. each ; cloth, zx. each. 
Under Two Flags. | Moths. 

Under Two Flags and Moth s, Popular EPtTiON. inOn e Volume, medium 8vo, doth, er. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected from the Works of OUIOA by F. SYDnby Morris. Post 
€vo. cloth extra, y.— Chhap Edition, illustrated boards, a x. 

Page (H. A.).— Thoreau: His L%fe and Aims. With Portrait. Post 

8to, cloth, aj. 6rf. 

Pandurang Hari ; or. Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sur 

Bartlb Frerb. Post Svo, illustrated boards, ar, 



Parker (Rev. Joseph, D.D.).~Might Have Been: some Life 

Notes. Crown 8yo. cloth. 6r. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical 

Intr oduct ion and Notes by T. M'Cr ie. P.P. Post 8vo, cloth Hmp, ar. 

Paul (Margaret A.). ~ Gentle and Simple. Crown Svo, cloth, with 

Frontispiece by HELEN Paterson, 3J. 6./. : post Svo, illustrated boards, ar. 



i8 CHATTO A WINDUS, Publiilierj, in St. Martlii'f Lane. London. W.C. 



Pa3rn (James), Novels by. 

Crown 9nti, doth •xtn. y. 6d. eadi ; post Sro, Illustrated boards, w. 

Walter's Word, i A Coanty Family. 
L«M Blaek thmm Wa*r« Painted. 
By Proxy. | Por Caah Only. 



H1^ Sp&te. 

Under One Roof. 

A Confidential JItfant. With » IHusts. 

A Orape from a Thomu With la lUusta 



Holiday Taeke. 

The Canon's Ward. With Portrait. 

The Talk of the Town. With za Ilitista 

Olovr-Worm Tales. 

The Mystery of Mlrbrldga* 

The Word and the WllL 

The Burnt MUIIob. 

Bonny Bterlei. | A Trying Patlantt 



Post 8vo mustrated boards, ar. each. 



Hamorons Stories. | Prom BallOi 
The Poster Brothers. 



The Pamlly Bcapegraoa. 
Harried Beneath Rlnu 
Bentlnck's Tutor. 
A Perfect Treasure, 
lake Father. Like Son. 
A Woman's Vengeance. 
Carlpon's Year. I Cecil's T^ryst. 
Harphy*s Master. | At Her Mercy. 



The Clyliarda of Clyira. 

Sound Dead. I Gwendoline's Harrest* 
[Irk Abbey. ) A Marina Realdenoa. 
Soma Private Views. 
Mot Wooed. But Won. 
Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 
The Best of Husbands. 
Halves. i What He Cost Han 

Fallen Fortunes. I Kitt A 
A Prince of the Blood* 



A Modem Dick WhltUngton { or. A Patron of Letters. With a Portrait of the Author. Crows 

8vo, cloth, «r. 6ti. 
In Peril ana Privation. With r? Illustrations. Crown 8to, doth, y. 6d. 
Motes from the * Hews.* Crown 8vo. portrait cover, xs. ; cloth, ix. 6d. 
By Proxy. Popular Edition . -medium Svo. 6rf. : cloth, is. 

Payne (Will).— Jerry the Dreamer. Crown 8vo, clotlr, 35. 6<f. 
Pefinell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth. 25. 6i. ea. 

Puck on Pegasus. With inostrations. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten fuU-pasire Illustrations by G. DU MAURIBIU 



Puck on Pegasus. With inostrations. 

i-Saddled. With Ten fiiU-pas^re Illustrations by C 
The Muses of Mayfa lr t Vgrs;de Sociil te. Selected by H . C. Pbnnbll, 



Phelps (B* Stuart), Works by. Post 8vo, is. ea. ; cloth, is. 6i. ea. 

Beyond the Gates. | An Old Maid's P arad ise. 1 Burglars In Paradise. 
Jack the Fisherman. IUustrate<i by C W. Rnib. Crown 8vo, ddth, u, 6A 

Phil May's Sketch -Book. Containing 54 Humorous Cartoons. A 

New ^dition. Crown folio, cloth, gj. 6d. . _««___ 

Phipson (Dr. T. L.).— Famous Violinists and Fine Violins: 

Historical No»es, Anecdotes, and Remlniscencea. Crown 8to, doth, y. 

Planche (J. R.), Works by. 

The Pursuivant of Arms. With £ix> Plates and 209 IIlustr>tions. Crown 8to, cloth, is. 6d. 
Songs and Poems. 1819-1879. With Jntroducti^n by Mrs. M ackarness. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of 

Plutarch by JOHN and WM. I..ANGHORNH..and Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, jialf-bound los. 6d. 

Poe's (Edgar Allan) Choice Works in Prose and Poetry. With Intro- 
duction by Charles Baudelaire. Portrait and JF^csimiles. Crown 870, doth, js. 6d. 
The. Mystery ofMarle jloget ; &c. Post 8yo. illustrated boards, as. 

Pollock (W. H.).— The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays, by 

_ Si rWA L TER Bes a nt and Wa lter 11. P OLlOCIC With 50 inustratio os. Cro w n 8to ; cloth gilt. 6s. _ 

Pollock (Wilfred).— War and a Wheel : The Graeco-Turkish War as 

Seen from a Bicycle. With a Map. Crown 8vo, picture cover, ir. » . 

Pope's Poetical Works. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 25. 

Porter (John).— Kingsclere. Edited by Byron Webber. With 19 

full-pajre and many smaller Illustrations. Cheaper Edition. Demy 8vo, cloth, js. 6d, 

Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 25. each. 

The Romano* of a Station* I The Soul of Countess Adrian. 

Ctown 8vo, eloth, y. 6d, each ; post $vo, bo^ds, as. each. 
Oatlaw and IttLwmfJKiw^ I Chrlsttna Chard. With Frontispiece by W. Paget. 

Mrs, Tregasklss. with 8 iDust ratlpns by ROBERT Sai/BRR 
Wulmat An Anglg-Aostralidn Romance.^ Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. 6d. 



Price (E* C), Novels by. 

Ch>wa 8vO( cloth extra, y, 6d. each ; post 8to, Illustrated boards, as. each. 

Valentlna. I Th e Foreigners. | Mrs. Iiancaster'a Rival. 

Gerald. Post Bvo, Illustrated boards, ar. ^. , . ^ 



Princess Olga.--Radna : A Novel. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6s. 
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Proctor {Richard A.), Works by. 

Fio^F« of tb* SkTi Willi Ts muitntlau. Small crawa ftvo. cloth nrtn, v^ d^ 
£aAr Stav IfAiaDtiK. Wllh Scu MApt for «nFy tJiijtkl ia tlH VNf. down en>, clDtik, V. 
BEturn a.nd It! SrHBiD. WIthijSMel'FlatH. Dcmy'gn, dolli ntn. m- <A 
MyitsFle* ot Tbna uid BpaoaT WmmunuiouiUhiitrulooI. Cinim Sn. doai um. w> 

Pryce~(Rkhar(J).— Misslnaxweirs AffecUbns. Crown 8 vo. cloth, 
Rnrnbosson (J.). — Popular Astronomy. Tranalaled by C. B. Pit- 
Randolph (Col. O.).— Aunt Abigail Dykes. Crown Bvo. cloth , js. 6d. 
Read (General Meredith).— Historic Studies in Vaud, Berne, 
Reade's fCharles) Novels. 



6. Th* AatoljloaiB^lj Bt B TbUtI I. 
ol Ul T^Mlui^Hwa and K M 
ist t *aA Tb« WBbdwTlbf ll«lr> 

Pec Waltln^an. I Chrlilla JohuHC 
The CDUrHDtT(ii(L«v*M*VBr'l>ldI 



si',:;- 






ChrlHttaJohBMdii«.W]t1iFToat]ViflCa. CltalCfllTtu]nt«dlnElHTlr«t*lc. Fcap.ero.hilf-RaiLb.Bf.fiA 
PU Woflhlfltoii. Ch^Klr pr^Qiaa in ElfVnr tiyla^ Fcap. Svo. 1»U-R4ibur]^4, is.ij. 

nib1« ckbradtvra. Pop, s™, leathereHB. u. 

GetaDtlonfl^frou tb* Worh* or CftaKrlwi St&ds, with an TauodiKtlriD by Hn. ALBX. Jut. 

Riddeil (Mrs. J. H.). Novels by. 

Rlmmer (Alfred), Worlts by. Large crown 8vo, doth, 31. 6d, each. 

_ About EBglaiJ »Kh Dlaken.. W^th J. IUua.«l«^ by C. A. VAHnHKlioor ^.J A- RIUMER. 

Rives (AmelJe, Author of ' The Quick or the Dead ? •), Works by. 



Robinson (P. W.), Novels by. 
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Robinson (Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 

Th« Poets' Birds. | Tho Posts' Boasts. 

Ths Posts and Mataroi Rsptlles» Flshss, and Insoets. 



Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral Reflections. With Notes 

*nJ an lntro<luctory Essay l>y Saikth-Bp.uvr. Post 8vo, doth limp, ax. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 

came from Nonnandy with WillUm the Cooqueror, io66w Prtitted to Gold and Coloura. y. 

Rosens:arten (A.).~A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans- 
lated by^v^_coixBTT-SANpARi 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2j. 6d, each. 

Punianat Riddles and Jokss. With numerous Illustrations. 

More Pantana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Runclman (James), Stories by. Post 8vo, bds., 25. ea.; cl. , 25. f>d. ea. 

Skippers A Bhellbacks. | Orace Balmaign's Sweetheart. J Schools A Scholars. 

Russell (Dora), Novels by. 

A Country Sweetheart. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. ; post 8to, picture boards, as. 

The Drift of Fate. Crown 8vo, v lut h, y. 6J . 

Russell (Herbert).— True Blue; or, «The Lass that Loved a Sailor.' 

Cr own 8vo, cloth, y. 6<i. 

Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c., by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, ^. 6d. each ; pust 8vo, illnslrateii boards, *t. eadi T dotb limp, as, 6^ each. 



Round the Galley-Fire. 

]n the Middle Watch. 

On the Fo'k'sle Head. 

A Voyage to the Capo* 

A Book (or the Hammook* 

The Mystery of the 'dcean Star.' 

The Romance of Jonny Uarlowe. 



An Ocean Tragedy* 

My Shipmate Loulso* 

Alone on a Wide Wide Boos 

The Good Ship * Mohock.* 

The Phantom Death. 

is He the Man? | Tho Convlot Btalp 

Heart of Oak. 1 



Crown 8to, cloth, 3^ &/. each. 
The Tale of the Ten. With » lUusts. by C. Mon ruARO. | Tho Last BntrjF* Frontispiece. 

The Ship I Her Story. With numerous Illustrations. Larire crown Sro, cloth, 6s. [firr/mrittir. 

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, y. 6ii. each ; post 8to, fflustrated boards, as. each. 
A Fellow^ of Trinity. With a Note bv Olivhr Wbndkll Holmes and a Frontlspleca 
The Junior Dean. I The Master of St. Benedict's. I To His Own Mastsp. 
Orchard Damersl. | In th e Face of th e World. | The Tremlett Oiamoado* 

Fcap. 8v'o, cloth boards, is. 6d. each. 

The Old Maid's Sweetheart^ \ Modest Littlo Sara. 

Fortune's Gate. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, (^s. 



Saint John (Bayle).— A Levantine Family. A New Edition. 

Crown 8yo, cloth, y. M. 

Sala (George A.).— Qasllght and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Scotland Yard, Past and Present : Experiences of Thirty-seven Years. 

Ky Ex-Chief-Inspector CAVANAGti. Po st 8 vo, illustrated boards, as. ; cloth, as. td. 

Secret Out, The : One Thousand Tricks with Cards ; with Entertain- 

in{; Experiments in Drawins^-room or 'Wliite' Ma^^c. By W. H. CRBMBR. With 300 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 4 J. 6</. 

SeguTn (L. Q.), Works by. 

The Country of tho rassion Play (Oberammertfau) and the Highlands of Bavaria. With 

Map and 37 lUustiations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. 
Walks in Algiers. With Two Maps and 16 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, &r. 



Se nior (Wm.).— By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth. 25. 6i. 
S ergeant (Adeline).— Dr. Endicott's Experiment. Cr. 8vo, 35. 6rf. 
Shakespeare for Children: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. 

With lllustrationa coloured and plain, by J. MOVR SMn H. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, y. 6d. 

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Life, 

tlie Gaines and Sports, the Manniers, Customs, and Folk-tore of the Time. By WILLIAM J. ROLFB, 
Litt. D. With 4a IH'istrations. Crown 8vo , clot h yilt, -ks. fxt. 

Sharp (Wiiliam),— ChJIdreiTof To-morrQW. Crowo 8vo, doth, ^, 



& WINPUS. Publbhera. lii 51. IHariia't Lant, LondoB. W.C. «l 

Slieiley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Verse and Prose, 

l-:cllt»i: P,eF^ u/AllulOKd bf i. HHUa^HETHBID. fit VnlL, don Bn. doUl. >I. t^ IKll. 

^poadoQCD with J^IDCkcl^! Tha WuidcrbliE ]«w 1 Cubfd Mb^ whb ibD NoCVS ALutOf, 
And DIbar Poami ; katallailailj Lltlcn; Plopilclltcus Unbound ; AdonflisAc. 
_ n. Lsonand CvSiin ThVc^d; JiJliO iod MiddaluJ S»omo« Uw TjiMli T«a WKrt e( 

Sii erard (RTH.) Rognea; A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth, ii. 6J. 

Sheridan (Qeneral P. 11.), Personal Memoirs of. With Portraits, 
Sheridan's (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life aod 

AiieoJun lodMdliut lA PnnalicT<^IUnja. til Wntlia In Prm. ind f iwtry. Tranilntoiii, Spti cl i n 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all 

Itiaxln-Aiudii.' Willi PoniiK. Uemoriil-lnlnHliictltni. Ndiu. &c„ by Uib Rst. A. B. UOSART, 




Sketciiiey (Arthur)!^^ Match in the D ar k. Post 8vo, faoanJiTj?. " 
Slang Dictionary (The) : Elymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Sm a rT~( Hawley}, Novels by, 

v?l*hoS* Km"?" IjSio.. I TftS'wMttj ot a»thk«lly. 



£nazelleparUia. Decanted by G. S. Edwards.' With Foitrail of 

S ociety In London. Crown Svo, is. : cloth, is. 6d. 

Society In" Paris: Tha Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letter^ 

SonierseTTCordTlenrv).— Sop«sflI~AiJ!eiii Sraall 4'q, Up. vet.|6i. 
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Spaldine rr« A*. LL.B.)*— Elizabethan Demonology: An Essay 

tai th e B31ef m th» Enrtenc^of DeVflfc Crown Sto. doth e«tra. y. 

Speis:ht (T. W.)i Novels by. 

Post Sto, iOustntad boards, v. oich. 



Tbtt MjmtMti— of B«Mm Dyk«. 
By D«yloaa Ways* &c. 
Hoodwinked t A Bandyorott Mystery. 
Th« OoldOB Hoop. 
Baek to Lite. 



Tho Iiondvatev Tvaf^dya 
Borgo'B Ronuuieo. 
Onltteneo in FuiL 
A Hosbiuid from thm float 



Post Sto, cloth limp, xx. M. each. 
A Barron IlUo. | Wite or Mo WifoT 

Crown Sto, cloth extra, v. bd, each. 
A Boerot of tho Boa. I Tho Oroy Honk. I Tho Mastor of TronanoOt 
A Hlnion of tho Moon i A Romance of the King's Highway. 
Tho Boorot of Wy vorn To woro. 

Tho Doom of Blva. (The CgWTLEMAi»rs Amwual for i998>. Demy Sto. lif. tygp. 

Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured Illustrations 

by Walter J. Morgan. Crown 4to, doth ertra^ y. 6«t 

S pettigue (H. H.).— The Heritage of Eve. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. 
Stafford (John), Novels by. 

Doris and I. Crown Sro, cloth, y. 6d. 

Carlton Priors. Crown 8to, cloth, gilt top, 6>r. 

Starry Heavens (The) : A Poetical Birthday Book. Royal i6mo, 

doth extra, ar. 6d. 

Stedman (E. C), Works by. Cr©wn 8vo, cloth extra, 95. each. 

Victorian Foots. I Tho Poote of Amoriea* 

. I m» II II ■ «i ■ ■ I 

Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).-— The Cruciform Mark: The Strange 

Story of Richard TrEGBNWA. Bachelor of Medidne (Univ. Edlob.) Crown Sto, doth, y. 6rf. 

Stemdale (R. Armitage).— The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Crown 

Sto, cloth extra, y. 6 rf. ; post Sro, illustrated boarda, ax. 

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by. Post'Svo. cloth limp, 25. 6i, ea. 

Travols with a Donkoy. With a Frontispiece by Walter Crane. 
An Inland Yoyago. With a Frontispiece by Walter Cra ne. 

Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, ts. each. 

Familiar Btndies of Hon and Books. 

Tho Silvorado Squattors. With Frontispiece by T. D. Strong. 

Tho Horry Hon. | Undorwoodsx Poems. 

Hemorios and Portraits. 

Vlrginlbus Puorisquo, and other Papers. | Ballads. t Prlnoo Otto. 

Across tho Plains, with other Memories and Essays. 

Wolr of Hermiston. 

A Lowdon Babbath Horn. With a? full-page Illuatratlons by A. S. Boyd. Fcap. 4to, 

doth, 6J'. 
Bongs of Travol. Crown Sto, buckram, <s. 

MODir Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, &r. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ar. 
Tho Suicide Club; and The Ra,1ah*s Diamond. (From New Arabian Nights.) With 

Eifirht Illustrations by W. J. Hennessy. Crown Svo, doth, y. 6rf. 
The Stevenson Reader i Selections from the Writings of ROBERT LOUIS Stevenson. Edited 
by Lloyd OSBOURNB. . Post Svo, doth, 2J. 6rf. ; buckram, gilt top, y. 6rf. 



Storey (Q. A., A. R. A.) .—Sketches from Memory. With nearly 

100 Illust^gtions by the Auftior. Demy Svo, doth, gflt top, i3S,6d. [SHorily . 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. With Notices by Helen an(i 

A lice Zimmbrn. Crown Svo, doth extra, y. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards. 3r. 

Strange Manuscript (A) Pound In a Copper Cylinder. Crown 

Svo, clsth extra, with 19 llhistrations by GiLBSRT'GAUL, y. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, at. 

Strange Secrets. Told by Percy Fitzgera^^d, Conan Doylb, Flor- 

RNCE^IARRYAT. &c. Post Svo, illustrated boards, ar. 

Strutt (Joseph). — The Sports and Pastimes of the People of 

England; including the Rural and^Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mummeries, Shows, d;c., fruin 
the Earliest Period to the Present Time, Edited by William Hone. Witli 140 Illustrations. Crown 
Svo, doth extra, y. 6<^. 

Swift's (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 

Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in * Gulliver's Travels.' Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d, 
Ou111yer*s Travels, and A Tale of a Tub. Post Svo, half-bound, v. 



CBaTTO * WtNPU9. Publliherj. <ii St. Marlln'i Laae. London, W.C tj 
Swlaburna (Algernon C.)> Works'by. 

■alHt^ii )»m ttio.PHttoia W«ka ■! X study si ShskHpasi*. Ciovn Brg, »>■ 

Bii}^^, U&nno F&Lla» 1 A Trifaily. Crairn dvo. A'' 

Poama « BulAdK. thckdseries. Cr.ei^r'- A atady or victDV Ho^i CtnwaBTD.u. 
Both wall I ATfa£cdv. Craim Sra. tu. 6^^ Laaplnai A TnEtdv- CTtmBtro, b. 



Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours : In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 

AiilliiJ by J. £"qttbH. Cro.^ ^w^%lK a.lra. w. tj. "*" 

Taine's History of English Uterature. Translated by Hknbv Vai^ 
Taylor (Bayard). — Diversions of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Taylor 



Thackerayana : Notes aud Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and 

Himdmli .T SlicKjLH.by W11 . LIAH MAKEPEACE Thackebay. Cro»n Bto, ctoth t.lr^ y. 6J. 

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A, S. Kraussb. 
Thiers (Adolphe). — History of the Consulate and Empire of 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Cr.8vo,c!.,3i.&i.ea.; post 8vo, ai. ea. 

Tha Vlolin-Plajsi.. I Prona Ma laf. 

Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro- 



Thombury (Walter), Books by, 

Tlmbs'iJohnirWorks by. Crown' 8vo, cl0rhV3j.~W.eacS 

Clulw uid Club ntfa tn I-aDitsni Ancrduia si In Fuhdui Ccir«-h«im HmnlrtH, uti! 
■ntfJIah BonaHflOB ABd EciHntvloltlaa 1 Storlqs^t' Delkitktii^ Impcotunli Spartinff S«u«. 

Transvaal (The). By Johm de Viu-ibks. With Map. Croym 8vo, is . 
Trollope (Anthony), Novels by. 



Prances ETiTNovels bv. 



Boldan Lion o't Dr »np«ra. | John cSISnal 

trollope (Frances E.), Novel; 
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Troiiope (T, A,),— Diamond Cut Diamond, Post 8vo, iUmrt bda., 25. 
Trowbridge (J. T.).— Farnell's Folly, Post 8vo. illost boards, 25. 
Twaln*s (Mark) Books. 

Crown 8to. doth cxtn, y. 6d. Mch. 
Thm Chofos Works ot Hark Twain. fUvbedand Correctad throoghout by tiie Author. With 

Life, Portrait* and nomwpuf IDustTatiofi& __ 

■ootfilag It I and Tha Innoeanta at Honna. WHh aoo Tllaserations by F. A. FRASBK. 
ThaAmaplean Clatmant. With 8i IDostrations by Hal Hurst and oUien. 
Tom Sawyev Abroad. With 06 IQnstradoas by Dak Bbard. 
Tmn Bawyor. Datactlva, Arc. With Fhotonavure Portrait. 
Pndd'nboad Wllaon. With Portrait and »x Illustrations by LOUIS LORB. 
Mark Twain's Ubrarjr of Homoor. With 197 Illustrations by E. W. Kemblx. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, y. 6d, «ach ; post 8to, picture boards, ar. each. 
A Tramp Abroad. With 3x4 Iflustrationa 

Tbo Innoeonta Abroad ; or. The New POffrfan's Progress. With *34 lUustrations. (The Two Shil- 
ling Edition is entitled Mark Twain's Ploasuro Trip.) 
Tho Olldad Ago. By Mark Twain and C D. Warner. With aia Illustrations. 
Tho Advontoros or Tom Basryor. With nx Illustrations. 
Tbo rrlnoo and tbe Paopor. MTith 190 IDustratious. 
Llta on tbo Mississippi. With 300 Illustrations. 

Tha AdvonturecB of Hookloborry Pinn. With 174 IDustrations by E. W. Kbmblb. 
A Yaakoo at tbe Court of King Arthur. With sao lUustraSonaby Dan Bbaro. 
Tba Stolon Wblto Blepbant. 
Tbo Al.000.000 Bank-Moto. 

Mark Twain's Bkatebas. Post 8to. IDustrated boards, ar. 

Farsonal Reoollootlons of Joan of Are. With Twelre lOustratloiis by F. V. Du Movd. 

Crown 8voi doth, 6x. 
Mora Tramps Abroad. Crown 8to, cloth, gOt top. fir. 

- - 1 I — r -- ~" - - ■ ■ ■ - 

Tytier (C. C. Fraser-).— Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 

doth extra, y. 6d. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, as. 

Tytier (Sarah), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, ^r. M. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
I«ady Ball. I Barled Diamonds. | Tba Blaokball Qhosts. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 

Wbat She Came Throngb. I Tbe Huguenot FamUy. 

Cltoyenne Jacqueline. I Noblesse Oblige. 

The Bride's Pass. I Beauty and tba Baast. 

Balnt Mungo's City. I Disappeared. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. each. 
The Haedonald Lass. With Frontispiece. 
The Wltoh-Wife. 
Mrs. Carmlehaers Goddesses. 

Upward (Allen), Novels by. 

A Crown of Straw. Crown 8vo, doth, 6s. 



Crown 8vo, doth, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, picture boards, as. each. 
The Queen Against Owen. | Tbo Prince of Balkistan. 

*0od Save the Queen ! * a Tale of '37. Crown 8vo, decorated cover, is ; doth, ar. 

Vashtl and Esther. By 'Belle' of The World. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 
VIzetelly (Ernest A.).— The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. With 

a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^. 6d. 

VValford (Edward, M.A.), Works by. 

Walford's County Families of the United Kingdom (1899). Containfne the Descent. 
Birth, Marriage, hducation, &c., of xa.ooo Heads of Families, their Heirs, Offices, Addresses, Clubs, . 
Ac. Royal 8vo, cloth gilt, 50^'. 

Walford's Shilling Peerage (1899). Containing a List of the House of Lords, Scotch and 
Irislt Peers, &c. ssmo. cloth, is. 

Walford's Shilling Baronetage (1899). Containing a List of the Baronets of the United 
Kingdom, Biogiaphical Notices, Addresses, &c samo, doth, is, 

Walford's Shilling Knightage (1899). Containing a List of the Knights of the United 
Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. szmo, cloth, is. 

Walford's Shilling House of Commons (1899). Containing a Complete IJst of Members of 
Parliament, their Addresses, Club->, &c. azmo, cloth, ix. 

Walford's Complete Peerage, Baronetage* KnlghtagOi and House of Commons 

(1899). Royal samo, cloth. gUt ed^fes, y. Ll/^'i' 
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Waller (5. E.).— Sebastianl's Secret. With Nine full-page lllus- 

t rations by the Author. Crown 8vo, doth, 6j. ; _____________> 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler ; or, Tbo Contemplative 

Man's Recreation, by IZAAK WALTON ^ and Instructions How to Atu^ A>r a Trout or Graytingr in a 
clear Stream, by CHARLES COTTON. 'With Memoirs and Notes br Sir HARRIS NICOL.AS, and 6z 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique, yx. 6d. ___^__^_______— ™__^____— ^— 

>yalt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by William 

M. ROSSETTI. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, hand-mad> paper and buckram, 6j. 

Ward (Herbert), Books by. 

Five Years 'Vlth the Congo Cannibals. With 92 Illustrations. Royal 8to, doth, w, 
My Lite wi t h Stanley's Re ar Ouar d. W ith Ma p. Post 8vo, u. ; cloth, «. 6rf. 

Warden (Florence).— Joan, the Curate. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6rf. 
Warman (Cy). — ^The Express Messenger, and other Tales of the 

R-iil Crown 8yo, cloth. 3X. 6d. _^____________________^_^^____________ 

Warner (Charles Dudley). —A Roundabout Journey. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 6j. ______^ 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 

and Seals. Printed on paper 33 in. by 14 in. sx. 
Warrant to Bxeoute Mary Queen of Soots* A Facshnile, including Queen Elizabeth's Signa- 

ture and the Great SeaL as. 

Washington's (Qeorge) Rules of Civility Traced to their Sources 

and Restored by MONCURE D. (foNWAY. Fc a p. 8vo , Japanes e Tellum, as. 6rf. 

Wassermann (Lillias) and Aaron Watson.— The Marquis of 

C a rabas. Post 8to, illustrated boards, as. 

Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 

By F. W. Cory. With Ten Illustrations. Crown 8vo, xs. ; clotli, if. 6d. 

Westall (William), Novels by. 

Trust-Money. Post 8vo, illustrated boarcu, as. ; doth, ax. 6d. 

Sons of BeUal* Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. 

With the Bed Eagle : A Romance of the Tyrol Crown 8vo, doth, 6f. 

A Woman Tempted Him. Crown 8yo. cloth, gilt top, 6s. 



Westbury (Atha).— The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A Ro- 

mance of Maoruand. Crown 8vo, cloth, gx. 6 d. 

White (Gilbert).— The Natural History of Selborne. Post 8vo. 

printed on laid paper and half-bound, as. ' 

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 

Science In Short Chapters. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat* With Illustrations. Crown Svo. doth, ax. 6d, 

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6s. 

The Chemistry of Iron and Steel Making. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 9t. 

A V indication of Phrenology. With Portrait and 43 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, tas. 6d, 

Wi ll iamson (Mrs. F. H.).— A Child Widow. Post Svo. bds., 2s. 
Wills (C. J.), Novels by. 

An Easy-going Fello'nr. Crown Svo, doth, y. 6d, 
His Dead Past. Crown 8to, clnth, 6s. 



Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. 

Chapters on Evolution. With 259 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra, js. 6d, 
Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-Book. Post Svo, cloth limp. as. 6d, 
Leisure-Time Studies. With Illustrations. Crown Svo. doth extra. 6x. 
Studies in Life and Sense. With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo. doth extra. 6x. 
Common Accidents : How to Treat Them. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, tx. ; doth, xx. sd, 
Gl impses of Nature. With 35 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. 

Winter (John Strange), Stories by. Post Svo, illustrated board ni 

2x. each : cloth limp, as. 6d. eadk 
Cavalry Idfe. | Reglmsntal Legends. 

Cavalry Life and Reglmsntal Legends* Library Edition, set fai new type and hand- 
somely bound. Crown Svo, doth. 3X. 6d. 
A Soldier's Children. With 34 Illustrations by E. G. THOMSON and E. STUART Hardy. Crown 
8vo. cloth extra, 3X. 6J. 

Wissmann (Hermann von). — My Second Journey through 

Equ atorial Afrtca. With 92 Ilhistrations. Demy Svo. cloth. i6j. 

Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post Svo, boards, 25. each. 

The Passenger from Scotland Yard. | The Englishman of the Rue Cala. 



■tfCHATTO ft WINDUS, 



WoolleyJCella Parker).— Rachel Armstrong ; or, Lova and The> 
Wright rniomu, P.S.A.), Works by. 

i..S_^^ Blatory or ••-- — ■ — '--■- 



Zan^-III (].}• — Ghetto Tragedies. With Three Illuatratio 



ingT>-III (|.). - 



■ZZ- (Louis Zangwill|.-A Nint 


tttnlli Century Aliracle. Cr 


Zola (Hmne), Novell by. Crowi 

Tba aAm MDDTat'i TruiifrBBlDli. Edu 


hvo. cloth extra. 31. OJ. each. 






SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 

*.* For/ulliT ealal oguiiHi, aa alfihalictieiU ar raHgimtal, pp. i-ad. 

The MayfaJr Library, poit 

Ollpi ibA OiAutlH. Br V. O. ADAUS. 

Tba Cntai^iavm^T finIbec 

w. a, eiiwrn ^k ti:im Efru. 

■BIO (t btih im ni SiuDgoF. 



JyJACMfcABWO 



w tt-al ud Viriliiu. Itr w. a. mi,l 
I Itea EeimliUc. StW.^I. M^ILLUC) 



horun : Hts I.ir« nd Alsk. Br H- A 
unLtDtL By Hon. HUGaRDWLbV. 
•at PDlJuDpIn sf HudwrlHiiE. 
«>via Inim %■ RunnUll'l Sou Buul 



The Qolden Library. Poat Bvo, eioin 



Handy Novels. Fcap. Bio, clolb boardi, is. <bl. each. 






ma inaiMdltlH. B.THOMAS HOOD, FL>7I b; RICKABD BUNSLBV SH 

BUlHrlOJull, BTUOUCLABJBKitaLD. AltKlllata St Uu CU^. BrJAC 

EPonaiBr, By BRiLtAT-SAVAPIN. Tlunuon's Bhhiu, XlkMrflM. 

>' «"-'.'• EiUfl. Edited l>r E, OUJBIb I ft till BinktMt TllM. Bj O. ' 



CHAttO A WlhbtJS, ftitilUI.eH.lllgt.aUrtin'i Lallt. L 



i,*.e. « 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Liia&» SmiiOMi o* Novita,m»)iT lUDatraled. cromiSTO, oloUi aitr*, 3s. (!rf, such. 
Br MORT. A FRANCBS COLLINS. 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. _ 



,_By Mn. ALBXANDBR. 

"*° " By^ORANT ALLEN, 

nr ■Atid*'! Uijli. I Dii<±<u 1^ riiW]FiUiid'. 



Hy MARV ANDERSON. 
lly°^DW°IN L, ARNOLD. 

By ROBBRT BARR. 

EU-imrr CliKlr. I A Wmiui laUr 

u" FRANK BArSkIT, 



*By 'BELLE. 



By Sir ^ 



n> otpuuir : 




AMDROSB UI13RCB. 



RS6'."BBaiANAN s'^y. Murray. 

Bv J. MITCHELL CHAPPLB. 
' Dv HALL CAINE. 




Tm Evu ihaiin. _ _, By E. 






"7By"m. J. cdi^drtf^N. 

b/e. fi. COOPBR. 

By V. CECIL COTBS. 

By C EQBBRT CRADDOCK. 

^ By H,N. CRRLUN. 

By MA'rf**CRIH. 

By S. R. CROCKETT and othart. 

Br B. M. CROKER. 

'B^WlLUAirt"'CV'prB"s: 

"Sy AjIPHONSB DAUDET. 

bVI^'. CeU^MAN DAVIDSON. 
Kr. BuUviDuiMtn. 

^fe' ERASMUS DAWSON. 

By JAMBS DB MILLE. 

By"/. LEITH DERWENT. 

By°l)ICK DONOVAN?* 

By RICHARD DOWLINO, 
"sy A. cSnAN DOVLE. 
By S. JEAn'nBTTE DUNCAN. 
By ANnWeDWAHDES. 
'bv a. S. EDWARDS. 
'""By'a,*^MANVILLE FGNN, 

Tbi KtlF Uiltnu. I T»IlnvFLl}l. 

By PERCV p'lTZOERALD.'-rittiiz 
By R. S. PRANaLLON. 

" bTharold PREDBRIC. 

B.UiiBri>th.^ 'pAliL 'oAULOt" "'"■ 
By cHaRLES OIBI 



By E. OLANVILl 






"•*%, stnNEY QttUNM 




^""•""oy JOHN HlLl- 
™°™"bJ: TIOHE H0PK1N5. 
"'" b" Mrt° H^UNOnRFORD- 



' '^K! "XSr^LFBED HUNT. 

""'B^c'jTcUTCUFFi MVNE. 
•"•""^"r, ASHE K1^0. 
*'^J"eDMOND LEPELLETIER- 

•"*"' ^JTOAM I.ILDL1RN. 

**"%y HARRV LINDSAV. 

•■^ "°By HENRV W. LUCY. 

,ld«.Ig7"g_ LYNN LINTON^^^j^__ 



""«b"_5usTIN ^^CARTHV. I 

»"ty OEORaE MACoiNALD. > 

SvPAUL&viCTORMARQilERITTE 

».">"%^^L._T. MEAUE.^ ^^ , 

Dr »''^"J,'LBor5°ARn^ MERRICK. 

iti. >M. Bertram' MiTFORD 

""■"wMlHlillillT I S^ TMlMIt 



'iy~3. ei MUDJlOCK. 

'^"cti Ris-rTrgH^^^,.. 

^^ByTu™^ NISBET. 
""''By W. E. NOR'Slf; 
*"■" By O. OHNET.' ■ 
■"""ByMrs-OLIPHANT. 



'"^MARQARET A. PALI- 

'"•"''BrJAMES PAYN. 



EiiS BJlrt-jj^ ^,^L PAYNE. 

'"^■°*"'*By "ri'cHaRD 'pRYCE. 
"'"■^y'cHARLES READE. 

I '''^J".??5i;^i«^. I "^^« ' ',., 

IT'Smv tu^ iiJmiita imput 



^Brwr*. J- "• RfoBELL- 
' ""bV" AMELIE^RIVES. 

"' Hy"^- w. ROf;;2i^?2;iJu» 

■'by HBBMERT RUSSELL. 
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•hi PlCCADlLlY (3rt> No»Fl.R— roWllkf J 

Hy W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
ond llii BkUn ru« Mr EMpmsle Inolii. 
1 tbi MIUl* WiUL Aloni iiiiWIdiWiili Sei 

liaUirrn'Ouiu lUr' Tli> CsnvLl bblp. 

""oy^D^RA RUSSELL. '' 
""^yVlAVLE ST. JOHN."' 
"b\ AD^LmE SERGEANT. 

'b^'hawley smart, 

"" By T. W. SPEIQM^." 
By ALAN^ST. "aUBVN. 



HENS. 

'""°By r"*STERNDALE. 
ru UiUb Knlh, 

By R. LOUIS STEVENSON. 
'By BERTHA THOMAS. 

ByANTHON^ TROLLOPe'* 

"°By "pR^riCES E, TROLLOPE.' 
By IVAN TUROENIEFf!™'!;. 

CHEAP^EDITIONS 

Post 8x0,111a! 
By ARTEMUS WARD. 
liUBU Wikra Compltt*. 

By EDMOND ABOUT. 

By HAMILTON aI'DB. 

By Mrs. ALEXANOeR. 



By MARK TWAIN. 






By SARAH TYTLER. 



By E. A. VIZETELLV. 

"l^ PLURENCe" WARDEN. 
JOM. li. t^w^y WARMAN. 

By WILLIAM WESTALL 

By ATHA WESTBURV. 

By C.° J. WiTls. 

Uy'KllN STRANCiE WINTER. 

° B'y'lHARaARET WYNMAN. 
UjFiu "^-g g_ ZOLA. 



By ■ 



■^fkn 



eJsS. 



By^flRANT ALLEN 



OF POPULAR NOVELS. 

Hrated board,, 7! oich. 

By SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
By Sir wf'oESANT and J. RICE. 

Vf'ui Uarp ftnd ci-dwa. tho fl«uin fiida. 
TliU flaa ol ViiJcna, The OiUf flF Jdr. LflcnTt. 

Iho ODUUi BolMrtr. Is IrlUgu'i Bi).' 
BJ Sir WALTER BBSANT.'"" 

AU aortl ^d CoudL- Tll«Btll«r.Bt.FHj'l. 






Bv B. LESTER ARNOLD. 

ImUigytioolelu 

BY FRANK BARRETT. 
Mtmi for Uli. I A ProiuU'i Fnfrtn. 
.ItlM U4t Uduu- Fmiid (MI». 

HtWHBbnADuDl. AK«aU]uV»t«HM. 
a >f Olf* luHiiUtb. JnimtUaAf - 
'•UrMoTtHB. Itkal««.*(. 



By Ambrose" uierce. 

By' FREDERICK BOVLE. 
" °BY BRET HARTB. 



it CHaTTO &. WiNbUS, Puhl UlieH. Ill it.M »ttiii't L>M, LonAoa, W.& . 
Two-Si 

Br HAROLD BRYDQES. 
By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 




I ladrKUpslrieV. 
BrBUCHANAN ami MURRAY. 

By HALL CAI^E. 
ni Italov •(■ CilBi. I Dn IHuuUr 
»»a.oIIIi«mr. | 

By Commiinilcr CAMERON. 

By HAYDEN CARRUTH. 

By AUSTIN CLARE. 

By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE. 

By MACLAREN COBHAN. 

By C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 

By MORT. & PRANCES COLLINS. 







By DUTTON COOK. 

By C. eOBERT CRADDOC 

By MATT CRIM. 

By B. M. CROKER. 



By W. CYPLES. 
By ALPHONSe DAUDET. 
By ERASMUS DAWSON. 
By JAMBS DB MILLE. 
By J. LEITH DERWENT. 



Irs. ANKIB B0WARDE5. 
By M. BET HAM- EDWARDS. 
By EDWARD EOQL&STON. 

B* 0. MANVILLE FENN. 

rkt mw tOAniL I tit n™- lhi. 

Wltiu u tlu Do*. I Tha WUti TirtUt 

By PERCY FITZQERALD. 
■•Ui DouiL I BkodiI Un. TUkiUini. 

Janr rtrtvttu. I BnuCr-An kivtiiii 

F4UI Ztn. I n^ lAd/ et kutiHDa, 

By P. PITZGERALS aiHl Mhers. 

By ALBANY DB FONBLANQVJE. 
By R. B. FRANCILLON. 



By HAROLD FREDERIC 
iib'i Bratkiri vno. I Ih L«R« airt. 
i^faccd by Bit BAKTLB FRBRfi. 
ddarkaf Bui 

By EDWARD OARRETT. 
!• Oupalfluli. 

By OILBBRT QAUL. 
BiFHfa KUiuinpt. 



or mRb D«r«. 
BrifHduSEcni 

Hunt MUsM. 

By WILLIAM GILBERT. 



By ERNEST OLANVILLE. 
By Rev. S. BARINO QOULD. 
By HENRY QREVILLE. 
By CECIL GRIFFITH. 
By SYDNEY ORUNDY. 
By JOHN HABBBRTON. 
By ANDREW HALLIDAV.. 
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Two-Shillino Novels — continued. 
By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 



Oartli. 

ElUce Qwntia. 

Fortune's Boot 

MiM C&dogna. 

Sebastian Stromt. 

Dust. 



Baatrix ^Uwdolplk 
Love— or •, Name. 
David PoindexUr't Dli- 

appearance. 
The Spectre of the 

Camera. 



By Sir ARTHUR HELPS. 

Ivan de Blron. 

By a. A. HENTY. 

Knjub the Juggler. 

By HENRY HERMAN. 

A Leading JLady. 

By HBADON HILl^ 

Zambra the Datective. 

By JOHN HILL. 

Treaton Felony. 

By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY. 

The Lover'8 Croed. 

By Mr5. OEORQB HOOPER. 

The House of Eaby. 

By Mrs. HUNOERFORD. 



The Three Graces. 
Unsatisfactory Lover. 
Lady Patty. 
Nora Creina. 
The Professor's Experi- 
ment, 



A Maiden all Forlorn. 

In Durance Vile. 

KarveL 

A Mental Stmggla. 

A Modem Circe. 

Lady Vomer's Plight. 

Tee Sed House Mystery 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 

Thomlcroffs Model. I Self-Oondemned. 
That Other Person. | The Leaden Casket. 

By WM. JAMESON. 
My Dead Self. 

By HARRIETT JAY. 

The Dark CoUeen. | Queen of Oonnani^ti, 

Uy MARK KERSHAW. 

Colonial Facts and Fictions. 

By R. ASHB KINO. 



Passion's Slave. 
Bell Barry. 



LEPELLETIER. 



A Drawn Oame. 
'The Wearing of the 
Greeu.' 

By EDMOND 

Madame Bans Gene. 

By JOHN LEYS. 

The Lindsays. 

By E. LYNN LINTON. 



Patricia Kemball. 

The World Well Lost. 

Under which LordT 

Paston Carew. 

■ My Love I • 

lone. 

With a Silken Tkread. 

By HENRY W. LUCY. 

Gideon Fleyce. 



The Atonement of Learn 

Dundas. 
Bebel of the Family. 
Sowing the Wind. 
The One Too Many. 
Dulcie Everton. 



By JUSTIN 

Dear Lady Disdain. 
Waterdale NeiRhhours. 
Mv Enemy's Daughter. 
A iPair Saxon. 
Linley Rochford. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Camiola. 

By HUGH 
Mr " 



McCarthy. 

Donna Quixote. 
Maid of Athens. 
The Comet of a Season. 
The Dictator. 
Bed Diamonds. 
The Riddle Ring. 

MACCOLU 



Stranger's Sealed Packet. 

By GEORGE MACDONALD. 

Heather and Snow. 

By AGNES MACDONELU 

Quaker Cousin a. 

By KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 

The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

By W. H. MALLOCK. 
A <f omance of the Nine- 1 The New Republic, 
tee nth Century. \ 



By J. MASTERMAN. 

Half-a>dozen Daoghters. 

By BRANDER MATTHEWS. 

A Secret of the Sea. 

By L. T. MEADE. 

A Soldier of Fortune. 

By LEONARD MERRICK. 

The Man who was Oood. 

By JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 

Touch and Oo. { Mr. DorUllon. 

By Mrs. MOLESWORTH. 

Hathercourt Rectory. 

By J. B. MUDDOCK. 

StorlesWeird and Won- 

deriul. 
The Dead Man's Secret. 



From the Bosom of the 
Deep. 



By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person SinguUr. 
Bob Martin's UtUeOlrL 
Time's Revenges. 
A Wasted Crime. 
In Direst Peru. 
Mount Despair. 
▲ Capful o' Nails. 



A Model Father. 

.Tosepb's Coat. 

Coa's of Flr^. 

Val 3trange._| Hearts. 

Old Blazer's Hero. 

The Way of the World. 

Cynio Fortune. 

A Life's Atonement. 

By the Gate, of the Sea. 

By MURRAY and HERMAN. 

One Traveller Returns. I The Bishops' Bible. 
Paul Jones's Alias. | 

By HENRY MURRAY. 

A Oame of Bluff. | A Song of Sixpenee. 

By HUME NISBET. 

' Ball Vp I ' I Dr.Bernard SLTlaeenti 

By W. B. N0RRI5. 

Saint Ann's. 

By ALICE O'HANLON. 

The Unforeseen. | Chance 7 or Fate 1 

By GEORGES OHNET. 

Dr. Rameaa. I A Weird Gift. 

A Last Love. | 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 

Whlteladles. I The Greatest Heiress ia 

Tlie Primrose Path. | England. 

By Mrs. ROBERT O'REILLY. 

Phosbe s Fortunes. 



By 

Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

IdaUa. 

Under Two Flags. 

Cecil Castlemalne'sOage 

Trlcotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle Farine. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

Signa. 

Princess Naprazlne. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Bv MARGARET 



OUIDA. 

Two Lit Wooden Shoes 
Moths. 
Blmbl. 
Pipistrello. 
A Village Commnas. 
Wanda. 
Othmar 
Frescoes. 
InMaremma. 
Gnllderoy. 
Rufllno. 
SyrUn. 

Santa Bart»ara. 
Two Offenders. 
Oulda's Wisdom. Wit, 
and Pathos. 

AGNES PAUU 



Gentle and Simple. 

By EDGAR A. POE. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. 
The Romance of a Station. 
The Soul of Countess Adrian. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. 
Christina Chard. | Mrs. Tregasklsi. 

By B. C. PRICE. 
Valentina. | Mrs. Lancaster'sRivaL 

The Foreigners. J Gerald. 

By RICHARD PRYCB. 
Miss Maxwell's Affections. 
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rba Fuvilv Hrkptgn 
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Bv^KARLKS READG. 






1 Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL. 



'° bv'amelie rives. 

' b4 i'- W. ROBINSON. 
■"By'jAMGS RUNCIMAN. 
!)y'°vrCLARK RUSSELL. 



Bv DORA RUSSELL. 

By Ol:ORUB AUOUSTUS SALA. 

ouiictitiiiiliufiunt 

By OEORoe R. SIMS. 
ma Rinff 0' BrlLi. | Zapta. 

Huy Jui'i MbhoIil HixolnoIiLufUlr 
MuT Jul HaiTlad. Snnu Iroa Uu Bluw 

' By ARTHUR SKETCHLCY. 
By HAWLEY SMART, 



By T, W. SPEiaHT. 

IM sIEon I iHk u Lin. 

llHubuiIfm 



By R. A. STBRNDALB. 
By R. LOUIS STEVENSON. 



By WALTER THORNBURY. 

rilti for tlu lUrlnu. | Old SMrUi Biuia. 
By T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPB. 
By F. ELEANOR TROLLOPB. 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPB. 



By J. T. TROWBRIDQE. 
By IVAN TURqENIEFP. &c 



By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 
itrw JndlUi. 

BySARAH TYTLEH. 



^■H OliElfB. Oitoyaune J^a« 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 



By WILLIAM WESTALL. 

By Mrs. P. H. WILLIAMSON. 

A Chill WMo- 
B, 
CiTilryLlft. 



By J. S. WINTER. 

•it. I KaiUuiciJ Ltj 

By n. P. WOOD. 



By CELIA PARKER WOOLLEY. 

By EDinUND YATES. 

rha FDiiorn Hapa. | CuOwihr. 

Byl. ZANQWILL. 
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